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SPIRITUAL SONGS. 



THE MFE OF A CHRISTIAN. 

A MIXTURE of joy and trouble I daily do passtbrougliy' 
Sometimes I'm in a valley sinking down with woe ; 
Sometimes I am exalted, on eagle's wings I fly, 
I lise above old Pisgah, and almost roam the sky. 

Sometimes I am a doubting, and think I have no 

gittce; 
Sometimes I am a shouting, and Bethel is the place ; 
Sometimes my hope 's so little I think I'll throw it by ; 
Sometimes it i&%u£^cient, if I were call'd to die. 

Sometjjpes I shun tiie Christian, for fear he'll talk to 

me; 
Sometimes ke is the ndghbour I long the most to 

Sometimes we^one^ {pgether^ the season's dry and 

dull; 
Sometimes we find a blessing, with joy it fills my souL 

Sometinies I am oppress'd by Pharaoh's cruel hand ; 

Sometimes I look o'^ Jordan, and view the prom- 
ised land ; 

Sometimes I am in darkness, sometimes I'm in the 

light; 
^ Sometimes diy soul takes wings of fiftitb, and then I 
speed my flight 
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BomedmeB I go a xnoummg down Babjflon^B odd 

stream; 
Sometimes my . Lord's religion appears to be my 

theme; 
Sometimes when I am. praying, it seems almost a 

task; 
Sometimes I find a blessing, the''greatest I can ask. 

Sometimes I read my Bible, and 'tis a sealM book; 
Sometimes I find a blessing wherever I do look; 
Sometimes I go to meeting, and wish myself at 

home ; 
Sometimes I meet my Jesus, and then Pm glad I 

come. 

Lord, why am I thus tossed, thus tossed to and fro ? 
Why are my hopes thus crossed wherever I do go ? 
O Lord, thou never chaugest, but 'tis because I stray ; 
Lord, grant me thine assistance, and keep me in thy 
way. 

THE MEAL AND CRUSE OF OIL. 

Bt the poor widow's oil and meal 

Elijah was sustain'd ; 
Though small the stock, it lasted well, 

For God the store maintain'd. 

It seem'd as if from day to day, 

They were to eat and die ; 
But still, though in a secret way, 

He sent a fresh supply. 

Thus to his poor he still will ^ve 

Just for the present hour ; 
But, for to-morrow, they must live 

Upon his word and power. 
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No barn or storehouse they possess 
On which they can depend, 

Tet have no cause to fear distress, 
For Jesus is their Mend. 

Then let not doubts your mind assail ; 

Remember, God has said, 
** The cruse and barrel shall not fail, 

My people shall be fed." 

And thus, though famt it often seems, 
He keeps their firace alive ; 

Supplied by his ren^hing stroams, 
Tlieir dying hopes revive. 

Though in ourselves we have no stock, 

The Lord is nigh to save ; 
His door flies open when we knock, 

And 'tis but ask and have. 



A BBMF DESCBIPTIOK QF THE OHILDBEN OF 

GOD, m A DIALOGUE. j 

What poor despised con^any 

Of travellers are these, j 

That walk in yonder narrow way, 

Along that rugged mazd ? 

Ah ! these are of a royal line, ' 

All children of a King ; 
Heirs of immortal crowns divine, 

And lo ! for joy they sing. y 

Why do they then appear so mean, 

^d why so much despised f 
Because of their rich robes unseen 

The world is not apprised. 



Bat atnne d diem nan poor, dlstnn'd. 

And lacking daily bread ; 
Ah 1 they're of boundless wealth poaaeas'd, 

With hidden manna fed. 

Bat why keep they that narrow road, 

That ni«!;ed thorny mase I 
Why thatV the way theii' Leader trod— 

Ihey love and keep His ways. , 

Why mnat they shun the pleasant path 

ITiat worldlings love so well ( 
Because that is the Toad to death, 

The open road to hrfh 

What I is there then no other road, 
To Salem'a happy ground ) 

Christ is the only way to God- 
None other can be foand. 



A WARNIHQ TO SnUTZRS. 
Whbk pity prompts me to look round 

Upon this fellow clay, 
See men reject the gospel sound. 

Good God 1 what ahaU I say f 

My bowels yearn for dying men, 

Doom'd to Memal woe ; 
Fain would I qteak, but 'tis in vain, 

If God does not speak too. 

O I wnnew, ainnen, won't you hear, 
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Now is the time, the accepted hour, 

O ! sinners, oome away ; 
The Saviour 's knocking at your door. 

Arise, without delay. 

O I don't refuse to ffive him room, 
Lest mercy should withdraw ; 

He'll then in robes of vengeance come^ 
To execute his law. 

Then where, poor mortals, will you be, 

K destitute of grace, 
When you your injured Judge shall see. 

And stand before his face! 

O I could you shun that dreadful sight, 

How would you wish to fly 
To the dark shades of endless^night, 

From that all-searching eye ? 

But death and hell must all appe^, 
And you among them stand, 

Before the great impartial bar, 
Arraign'd at Christ's left hand. 

No yearning bowels — pity then 

Shall not affect my heart ; 
No, I shall surely say Amen 

When Christ oids you depart 

Let not these warnings be in vain, 

But lend a list'ning ^u*, 
Lest you should meet them all again 

When wrapt in keen despair. 



^t §al)im |iarp; 



GAMP-MEETING HYMNS, 

OLD AHD MEW. 

, Set to Mnait. 



SELECTED BY G. W.HENKY, 



Id IM luA iK^ ■ ^^wwnigjn mj moBlli.— FMi si, t. 



PIJBLISHED Vy THE AUTHOR. 



10 BFOXrUAL 80V0B, 

I'l^ seen his white hair flow 
O'er that volume as he read ; 

But that was long ago, 

And the good dd man is dead. 

My dear grandmother^ too, 

When 1 was but a boy— 
I 've seen her eye of blue 

Weep o'er it tears of joy ; 
Their traces linger still, 

And dear they are to me : 
Sceptic, forego thy will ; 

Go, let that old Book be ! 



THE GOSPEL STEAMER 

I BECErvssD a gospel letter. 

From glory lately come. 
That my passage over Jordan 

Was purchased by the Lamb. 

Chorus. — ^Yes, we'll land on Canaan's shore ; 
O, he'll land us on the shore ; 
Yes, we 11 land on Canaan's shore, 
And be safe forever more. 

I step'd on board the steamer 

Constructed by the Lord — 
Prepared to sail that very day 

He spill'd his precious blood : 

Her bulwarks are of love divine — 

My Saviour is the door ; 
Our garments are of linen fine, 

B^ lovely, white and pure. 
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Agmnst both wind and wither 
jliis glorious steamboat saHs^ 

rhe Holy Spirit driveth her 
With sweet and pleasant gales. 

O, we have a band of musio, 

That channeth ns along—* 
This tune we play along the way, 

" Come, sinners, join the song." 

I took my gospel telescope 

To view tiie promised land- 
On the other side of Jordan 

I saw the precious Lamb. 

When I set out for glory 

I had Jesus in my view — 
But now I have him in my heart. 

And glory I '11 pursue. 

And when we reach that happy land 

All heaven will rejoice ; 
For the lovely name of Jesus ' 

Shall sound from every voice. 

We'll stand upon the sea of glass, 

All mingled too with fire — 
And there well all shout victory. 

And join the heavenly choir. 



OmUBT IN THE OABDEN. 

Whsb nature was sinking in stillness to rest. 
And the sun's finding beams shone dim in the wetl^ 
O'er fields, by the moonlight, to a lonely glade, 
In deep meditation I wandering stray'd. 
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Whfle passing a garden a sound struck my ear, 
A voice fisdnt and fklt*ring from one that was near; 
The voice of a mourner affected my heart, 
One pleading in anguish the poor sinner's part 

In offering to Heaven his agonized prayer, 
He spoke of the torments the sinner must bear ; 
His fife, as a ransom, he offered to give. 
That sinners, redeemed, fn glory might live. 

I listened a moment, then tum'd to see 
What Man of Compassion this stranger could be ; 
When, lo I I discovered, knelt on the cold earth, 
The loveliest being that ever had birth. 

His mande was wet with the dews of the night, 
His locks, by the moonlight, were glist'ning and 

bright ; 
His tear-bedimm'd eyes towards heaven were raised, 
While angels, in wonder, stood round him amazed. 

So deep was his sorrow, so fervent he pray'd, 
That blood from each pore with sweat mingled and 

stray'd : 
I wept to behold him, and ask'd him his name ; 
He answer'd, '' T is Jesus ! — ^from heaven I came. 

" I am thy Redeemer — ^for thee I must die : 
The cup is most painfril, but cannot pass by ; 
Thy sins like a mountain are laid upon me, 
And all this deep anguish I su£fer for thee !" 

I heard with attention the tale of his woe. 
While tears like a fountain of waters did flow ; 
^e cause of his sorrow, to hear him repeat, 
d my heart, and I fell at his feet 
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I trembled with terror, and loudly did cry, 
*' Lord I save a poor sinner ?-^ save, or I die P 
He cast his eyes on me, and whispered, ^ Live I 
Thy sins which are many I freely forgive P' 

How sweet was that moment he bade me rejoice ! 
His smiles, O how pleasant ! how cheering his voice ! 
I fled from the garden to spread it abroad ; 
I shouted " Salvation ! — glory to God I" 

I 'm noW^on my joumep.i^ii^ansions above. 
My soul 's full of glory, of peace, light and love ; 
I think of the garden, the prayer and the tears 
Of that loving stranger who banish'd my fears. 

The day of bright glory is rolling around, 
When Gabriel descending, the trumpet shil sounds 
My soul then in raptures of glory will rise 
To gaze on the stranger with unclouded eyes. 



CHRIST'S CRUCIFIXION. 

The Son of Man they did betray. 
He was condemned and led away I 
Think, O my soul, on that dread day — 

Look on Mount Calvary I 
Behold him, lamb-like, led along, 
Surrounded by a wicked throng, 
Accused by each lying tongue. 
As then the Lamb of God they hung 

Upon the shameful tree I 

T was thus the glorious suflf 'rer stood. 
With hands and feet nail'd to the wood ; 
From ev'ry wound a stream of blood 
Came flowing down amain : 
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Utter groMu all nature shook, 
And at his Toioe the rooks were broke, 
The sleejn&g saints ihehr gmyes forsoole, 
While spiteful Jews around him znock^ 
And laughM at his pain. 

Now, hung between the earth and skies, 

Behold I in agony he dies I 

O, sinners, hear his mournful cries. 

See his torme^lipif pains I 
The morning sun withdrew his light, 
Blnsh'd, and refused to view the sight ; 
The azure clothed in robes of night. 
All nature moum'd, and stood affright. 

When Christ the Lord was slain. 

Hark ! men and angels, hear the Son I 
He cries for help— but O, there 's none ; 
He treads the wine-press all alone, 

His garments stam'd with blood : 
In lamentation hear him cry 
^ Eloi, lama sabachthani I" 
Though death may close his languid eyes. 
He soon will mount up to the sfies. 

The conq'ring Son of God. 

The Jews and Romans, in a band. 
With hearts like steel, around him stand. 
And mocking, say, ** Come, save the land ; 

Come, try thyself to free !" 
A soldier pierced him when he died, 
Then healing streams came from his side — 
And thus our Lord was crucified ; 
Stem justice then was satisfied. 

Sinner, for you and me I 
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Biliokl^ he moimtB t&e thfone of ateli^ 
He fillB the mediataiial seai^ 
While mmionsy bowing at his feet, 

In loud hosannas tell 
How he endured exquisite pains, 
And led the monster dealli in diains ; 
While seraphs raise their loudest strains, 
With music fill bright Eden's plains — 

Christ oonquer'd death and hell. 

T is done I the dreadM debt is paid — 
The great atonement now is made I 
, Sinners, on him your guilt was laid, 

For you he spilt his blood i 
For you his tender soul did move. 
For you he left the courts above. 
That you the length and breadth might prove^ 
The height and depth of perfect love. 

In Christ, your smiling God. 

All glory be to God on high, 

Who reigns enthroned above the sky, 

Who sent his Son to bleed and die — 

Glory to him be given I ^ 
While heaven above his praise resounds, 
O Zion, nng, his grace abounds : 
And there we 'U £out eternal rounds, 
In dewing love that knows no bounds, 

When carried up to heaven. 



THB HEAVENLY PILGItlM. 

Dabs and thorny is the desert 
Thro' which pilgrims make their way- 

Tet, beyond this vale of sorrow 
Lie Uie fields of endless day ; 
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Fiends, loud howling through the desert, 
Make them tremble as they go, 

And the fiery darts of Satan 
Often bring their courage low. 

O, young soldiers, are you weary 

Of the roughness of the way ? 
Does your strength begin to fail you, 

And your vigour to decay ? 
Jesus, Jesus, will go with you, 

He will lead you to his throne — 
He who dyed his garments for you, 

And the wine-press trod alone ; • 

He, whose thunder shakes creation. 

He who bids the planets roll ; 
He who rides upon the tempest, 

And whose sceptre sways the whole : 
Round him are ten thousand angels. 

Heady to obey command ; 
They are always hov'ring round you, 

IHll you reach the heavenly land. 

There, on flow'iy hills of pleasure. 

Lie the fields of endless rest; 
Love, and joy, and peace, forever 

Reign and triumph in the breast ; 
Who can paint the scenes of glory. 

Where the ransom'd dwell on high ? 
There, on golden harps, forever 

Sound redemption through the sky I 

There, a million flaming seraphs 
Fly across the heavenly plain — 

As they sing immortal praises, 
Gloiy, glory, is their strain : 
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But) meOunlc^y a sw^ter oonoert 
Mak^ the heavenly arches ring, 

And a song is Heard in Zion 
Which uie angels cannot sing. 

O, their crowns, how bright they sparUe 1 

Such as monarchs never w<»e ; 
They are gone to richer pastures — 

Jesus is theu* Shepherd there : 
Hail, ye happy, happy spirits 1 

Death no more ^dl make you fear; 
Grief nor sorrow, pain nor anguish, 

Shall no more distress you there. 



THE WEABY AT BEST. 

Bbothxb, thou art gone before us, and thy saintly 

soul 18 flown 
Where tears are wiped from every eye, and sorrow 

18 unknown ; 
From the burden of the flesh, and fipm care and 

fear released. 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the 

weary are at rest 

The toilsome way thou'st travelled o'er, and borne 
the heavy load. 

But Christ hath taught thy languid feet to reach 
his blest abode ; 

Thou'rt sleeping now, like Lazarus, upon our Fa- 
ther's breast, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the 

weoor a^ A^ '^^ 
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8m can never taint thee mare, nor doubt thy fidth 

'flssaily 
Nor thy meek trust in Jesns Christ and the Holy 

Spirit fail; 
And there thon 'rt sure to meet the good, whom on 

earth thou lovedst best, 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the 

weary are at rest 

''Earth to earth,** and ''dust to dust,*' the man of 

Gk>d hath said. 
So we lay the tuif above thee now, and seal thy 

narrow bed; 
But ihy spirit, brother, soars away among the £uth- 

ful blest, 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the 

weary are at rest , 

And when the Lord shall summon us, whom thou 

hast left behind. 
May we, untainted by the world, as sure a welcome 

find I 
May each, like thee, depart in peace, to be a glorious 

guest. 
Where the Wicted cease firom troubling, and the 

weary are at rest I 



HEBE IS A BAND OF BRETHREN DEAR. 

Herb is a band of brethren dear — 
I will be in this band, hallelujah ; 

Their leader tells them not to fear — 
I will be in this band, hallelujah ; 
I wiQ be in this band, halldujah. 

As I was walking out one day, 

And thinking a^ut this good old way. 
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There was a voice which xeach'd my soul: 
** Fear not ; I make the womided whole." 

Mj dungeon shook, my chains fdl off-— 
My soul, unfetter'd, went aJoft. 

I little thought he Was so nigh — 

He spoke and made me laugh and cry. 

Now, bless the Lord ! for I can tell, 
Hiat Jesus has done all things welL 

O, shout on, children I shout, ye 're free I 
For Christ has bought your liberty I 

0, bless the Lord I we need not four. 
Nor o'er our trials shed a tear. 



MARCH ABOmn) JEBUSALEIL 

Mt brother, will you meet me 

On that delightful shore f • 
My brother, wul you meet me 

Where parting is no more f 

OnoBUS. — ^Then we '11 march around Jemaalemy 
We 'U march around Jerusalem, 
We '11 march around Jerusalemi 
When we arrive at home. 

sister, wiU you meet me 

On that delightful shore t 
sister, will you meet me 

Where parting is no moxel 

O leader, will yon meet me 
On that del^rhtfiil shove f 
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O leader, will you meet me 
Where partiBg is no more t 

O preacher, will you meet me 
On that delightful shore f 

O preacher, will you. 16'eet me 
Where parting^a no more? 

O classmate, will you meet me 
On ihat de%hnul* shore! 

O classmate, will you meet me 
Where parting is no more f 

Yonng convert, will you meet me 
On that delightful shore f 

Toung convert, will you meet me 
Where parting is no more f 

O mourner, will you meet me 
On that delightful shore 9 

O mourner, will you meet me 
Where parting is no more I 

Backslider, will you meet me 
On that delightful shore f 

Backslider, will you meet me 
Where parting is no more 9 

O sinner, will you meet me 
On that delightful shore ? 

O sinner, will you meet me 
Where parting is no more f 

Tes, bless the Lord I I 'U meet yoa 
On that delifirhtful shore ; 

YevUess the Lord I 111 meet jroa 
yaaru^m^ •^^^iiiff m no mof%. 
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DIES IR^ 

The fi>Tlowliig is »& ezeeUent tranBlaUon of a lAtln poem, which 
bM reoeiTed tbe enthusiastic enoomlumfl of Goethe, Dr. Johnson, 
Bir Walter Bcott. and other^distlngoished men. It la said that Dr. 
Johnaon always wept in lining the tenth stanza. The E«rl of 
Boaoommon ezidred with fte Seventeenth verse upon his lips. The 
original was written by a monjic'in the thirteenth centuy. We 
find the translatien in the Ninoark Daity AdvaHaer. 

* I. 

Day of wrath, that day of bumiiig 
All shall melt, to ashes taming, 
As foretold by seers discerning. 

n. 
O what fea^ shall it engender, 
When the Judge shall come in s^dendour, 
Strict to mark, and just to render I 

m. 
Trumpet scattering sounds of wonder, 
Rending sepulchres asunder. 
Shall resistless sunmions thunder. 

w. 
All aghast then Death shall shiver, . 
And great Nature's fbone shall qrarer, 
YflMitk the graves their dead deliver, 

▼. 
fiook where ev^ act's reoosded, 
All events all time afforded, 
Shall be brought, and dooms awarded. 

VI. 

When shall sit the Judge unerring, 
He'll unfold all here occurring. 
No just vengeance then deferring. 
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vn. 
Wliat shall / say that time pending t 
Ask what Advocate's befriending, 
When the just man needs defending ? 

f VIII. 

« . Kii^ .Almighty and All-knowing, 
praee to sinners freely showing, ~ 
Save me, Fomit of good o'erfiowing. 

IX. 

Think, O Jesus, for what reason 

Thou endur'dst earth's spite and treason. 

Nor me lose in that dread season. 

X. 

Seeking me thy worn feet hasted, 
On the cross thy soul death tasted ; 
Let such labour not be wasted. 

XI. 

Righteous Judge of retribution, 
Grant me perfect absolution. 
Ere that day of execution. 

xu. 
Culprit-like, I — ^heart all broken, 
On my cheek -shame's crimson token- 
Plead the pard'ning word be spoken. 



Thou who Mary gav'st remissioii, 
Heardst the dymg thief's petition, 
Gheer'dst with hope my lost condition. 

XIV. 

Though my prayers do nothing merit, 
What is needful, thou confer it — 
,Lest I endless fire inherit 



XV. 

Mid the sheep a place decide me, 
And from goats on left divide me. 
Standing on the right beside thee. 

XVI. 

When th' aocurs'd away are driven, 
To eternal burnings given, « 

OaU me with the blessM to heaven.-- 

xvn. 
I beseech thee, prostrate lying, 
Heart as ashes contrite, sighing, 
Care for me when I am dying. 

xvm. 
On that awfiil day of wailing. 
Human destinies unveiling, 
When man rising, stands before thee^ 
Spare the culprit, God of gloiy ! 



WE'VE FOUND THE ROOK 

Ws 'vB found the rock, the trav'llMir cried— 

O haUe, haUelujah \ 
The stone that all the prophets tried — 

O halle, hallelujah I 
Come, children, drink the bsdmy dew — 

O halle, hallelujah I 
'Twas Christ that shed his blood for you — 

O halle, hallelujah 1 

This costly mixture cures the soul 
Whidi sin and guilt hath made so foul; 
O that you would believe in God, 
knA wash in Christ's most precious blood ' 



hjArkil^ chUdren, Christ is odme^ 
The bride k readj, let us ran ; 

1 'n^glad I ever saw the day 

That we might meet to praise and pnij. 

Xbte's gloiy, gloiy, in mj soul — 
Come^ mourner, feel the current idl ; 
TfCeloome, dear fHends — ^it^ felt to-mght, 
It'shiitos 'around with dazzling light 

And in this light well soar away, 
Where tibtere's no night but open day ; 
diildren, children, bear the cross, 
And count the world below as dross. 

We 11 bear the cross, and wear the crown, 
And by our Father's side sit down ; 
His grace will feed our hungry soulsy 
Whue love divine eternal rolls. 

His fiery chariots make their way, 
To welcome us to endless day ; 
There p;]itt'ring millions we shall join, 
To praise the rrince of David's Hne. 



THE OHRKTIAir'S FAREWELL 

AniEU I adieu I I 'm dying now, 
A death-like chiH is on my brow ; 
My hands are cold, my heart beats fest, 
Soon, soon, I '11 reach that heavenly rest 

Qroks%, — ^This world is not my home, 
This world is not my home ; 
This world is all a wilderness, 
This woiid is not my home. 



Sisters, why weep ye f dryjomimn] 
Death to me now has lost its fears ; 
i long to gain tb' eternal shore. 
Where thero is joy forever nu^re. 

Sisters, when spring, retams in btoKwi, 

place my flowers upon my tomb ; 
And then^ at vesper hours so sweet, 
Our souls in unison will meet 

BroUier, I 'm dying: let me go 
From this vain world of guilt and woe ; 
Come nearer to my side, loved one— 
My eyes grow dim, my race is run. 

Leave thy loud sobs, O d^ thy tears, 
Dispel, dispel, those gloomy fears ; 

1 'm going to join the host on high, 
Where pleasures never, never die. 

Mother and fistther, nearer come, 
I can but speak in whisper-tone; 
O let me kiss your cheeks once more, 
Iben say Farewell forever more. 

Bright angels now are hov'ring round, 
They do my humble bed surround : 
And is this death ! O glorious b6on ! 
Thank Heaven that we may die so soon. 

Brother and sisters, nearer come, 
Father and mother, one by one ; 
O let me gase on all once more, 
Then q^iead my wivtgs for Caaaan's shoi 
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V 

tAe oerjbtun% soNa 

O, BRETHREN, I have found 
A land that doth abound 

In fruits as sweet as honey ; 
The more I eat, I find, 
The more I am mdined 

To smg and shout hosanna I 

Chorus.— My soul doth long to go 
"Wliere I may filler know 

The glories of my Saviour; 
And as I pass along 
I '11 sing ihe Christian's song, 

I hope to live forever. 

Perhaps you think me wild, 
Or simple as a child, — 

I am a child of glory ; 
I am bom from arove, 
My soul is filled with love, 

I love to tell the story. 

Chorus. — My soul now sits and sings, 
And practises her wings, 

And contemplates me hour 
When ihe messen^r shall say, 
<< Come, quit this house <^ day. 
And with bright angels tower.** 



THE DYING GIBL TO HER SISTER 

The dream is past — ^I 'm dying now, 
There is a dampness on my brow ; 
The pang is o'er — ^without a sigh 
I '11 pass away, and sweetly die. 
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Bat O I that {>ang cost many a sigh, 
T was hard to part with friends so dear ; 
But that is past, I '11 weep no more, 
With melhe dream of life is o'er. 

And now, sweet sister, nearer come. 
And tell^ne of that happy hornet 
Shall I its pearly gates behold. 
Its streets all paved with burnished gold f 

And in that dime so strangely, ftir. 
Say, shall I fed a stranger there ? . ^ 

Or, will their harp-strings sweetly bRndt 
To welcome me, a ehild and friend ? 

But softly, sister, softly speak, 
And stay those tears upon thy cheek ; 
Weep not for me, O do not pain, 
I would not wake to earth again. 

Thy hand, so often clasp'd of old, 
Thy soft warm hand for mine grows cold ; 
And now, dear sister, let me rest 
My wearied head upon thy breast ; 

And fold thy arms about my form. 

It shivers 'neath Death's dark cold storm ; 

But smg me, sister, ere I go, 

Our song, our childhood song you know ; 

And let its gentle numbers flow. 

As last you sung, soft;, sweet, and low ; 

And when its last fttint echoes die. 

And the bright tears steal from thine eye, 

I shall not heed them as they stray; 

1 shall be gone, far, tar away. 

Then, dearest sister, fare-you-well, 

I 'm going to heaven, with Christ to dwelL 
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THE OLD OAK-TBEB. 



iWooDMAN, spare that tree ! 

Touch not a single l^ugh ; 
In youth it shelter'd me, 

And I ^11 protect it nq|^. 
T lam my forefather's hand 
'^^ placed it near his cot ; 
Whiw I 'tb a hand to save, 

Thifie axe shall harm it not. 

That old &miliar.tree, 

Whose glory and renown 
Has spread o'er land and sea, 

And wouldst thou hack it downf 
Woodman, thy stroke forbear, 

Gut not its earth-bound tie ; 
O spare the aged oak, 

]Now towering to the sky. 

When but an idle boy, 

I sought its grateful shade; 
In all their gushing joy, 

Here, too, my sisters play'd ; 
My mother kiss'd me here. 

My father press'd my hand: 
Foigive this foolish tear. 

But let the old oak stand. 

My beart-staings round thee ding, 

Close as thy bark, old friends- 
Here shall the wild birds sing. 

And still thy branches bend ; 
Old oak, the stonn stUl braye ; 

Then, woodman, leave the spot — 
While I Ve an arm to save. 

Thy axe shall harm it not 
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THE SLAVED APPEAL. 
Antr— From GfreoiJaiuff ley Mmmlninf, 

O God, thou great Creator, 

Whose love all hearts shall own, 
Be thou%iy Mediator, 

I'll bow before thy throne; 
My master's heart, how icy, 

O wana it with thy love I • 

Tell him thy power is mighty, 

And point to life aWe, 

He smiles when I am wriUung 

With agony and pain. 
And, though I cry for mercy, 

He smiles and strikes again ; 
O tell him, in thy kindness, 

That the All-seeing Eye 
Perceives him, in his blindness, 

The lash of torture ply. 

Show him, O God, how dreary 

The " spirit-land " will be 
To him, where all the weary 

At last again are ^e ; 
And '^ slave," that word heart-rending, 

Js blotted from that sphere, 
Where, during time ne'er ending, 

No groans can please his ear. 

Show him the long dark ages 

He must remain behind. 
Nor haste through blissful stages 

That yet await mankind.* 

The aatbor Is a b^Uever in A. J. DsTia*fl ttieoTy of 
of liH>plnew Iiere»Ae«> 
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BvLt, plodding lonely onward, 

Remorse his only friend, 
Look sadly to tbe future, 

To \^here his miseries end. 

Ask him if e'er a blessing f 

Came from his mother's tongue, 
When words — O how distressing— 
« Her heart with anguish wrung ; 
Hef «on — ^was he to leave her, 
. ^, And toil on burning sands ? 
^ Tom from his home and kindred, 
To die in distant lands. 

And ! had he a father. 

Or yet a sister's love f 
O sure his heart will soften. 

And tears of pity move ; 
He '11 feel that I 'm a brother, 

And cast the chains frx>m me— 
With mind and voice forever 

Will shout for Libertt. 
BOGHBBTEB. JPVed. DougUui'i Pmper 



THE MOTE AND BEAM. 

Since meridian light commences. 

Pure light 's reveal'd to some ; 
If there still should be offences, 

Woe to him by whom they come. 
"Judge not that ye be not judged," 

Was the counsel Christ did give ; 
And the measure that is given, 

Just the same you will receive. 
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JesuB says, Be meek and lowly,. 

For 't is high to be a judge ; 
If I would be pure and holy, 

I must live without a grudge. 
It requires a constant labour 

All his precepts to obey ; 
But if I truly^ love my neighbour. 

Then I'm in the holy way. 

But if I say unto my neighbour^ 

In thine eye there is a mote; 
If thou wert a friend and brother, 

Hold and I will pull it out 
But I could not get it fairly. 

For my sight was very dim ; 
When I came to see more clearly. 

In mme eye there wa§ a beam. 

If I love my brother deafly. 

And his mote I wish to erase, 
Then my light must shine more clearly, 

For the eye's a tender place. 
Others I have oft reproved 

For a little single znote ; 
Now I wish the beam removed-— 

that tears could wash it out I 

But charity and love are healing, 

They afford a pure light — 
When I saw my brother failing 

1 was not exactly right; 
Now I Ul take no rarther trouble, 

Since Christ's love is all my theme-— 
Little motes are but a bubble 
When I think upon a beam. 



X 
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HE OOETH ALL THINGS WELL. 

I BBicBMBEB how I loved her, when a little guUtieBs 

child 
I saw her in the cradle, as she look'd on me and 

smiled ; 
My cup of happiness was fiill, my joy words cannot 

tdl, 
And I blessed the glorious Qiyer, who doeth aU tMngt 

well. 

Months paM'd-that bud of pitaiise was unfolding 

every hour, 
I thought earth had never smiled upon a fiurer flower ; 
So beautiful, it well might grace the bower where 

angels dwell, 
And wfSt its fragrance to His throne who doeth aU 

things well. 

Tears fled — ^that litde sister then was dear as life to 
• me; 

She awoke in my unconscious heart a wild idolatry ; 
I worshipped at an earthly shrine, lured by some 

ma^c spell. 
Forgetful of the praise of SLim who doeth all things 

well. 

She was the lovely star whose light around my 

pathway shone 
Amid this darksome vale of tears, through which I 

journey on ; 
Its radiance had obscured the light which round His 

throne doth dwell, 
And I wander'd fiir away firom Him who doeth all 

OmgswM. 
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That star went down in beauty, yet it ahin^th 

sweetly now 
In the bright and dazzling ooronet that decks the 

Saviour's brow ; 
She bow'd to the Destroyer, whose shafts none may 

repel; 
But we know, for God hath told us, he doith all 

things well. 

I remember well my sorrow, as I stood beside her 

bed, 
And my deep and heartfelt anguish, when they told 

me she was dead ; 
But O that cup of bitterness, let not my heart rebel, 
God gave, he took, he will restore — he doeth aU 

things welL 



THE SOATTERBD HOTJSEHOLIX 

O, WHB^ is my father—my guardian, my guide, 

The friend and support of my youth, 
Whose tongue in the accents of kindness had taught 

Such lessons of wisdom and truth f 
'Neath the bending old elm in the churchyard he lieSi 

With the cold granite stone at his head, 
And there he shall gather his household again, 

To sleep with the rest of the dead. 

My mother! O never again shall I hear 

The sweet mellow tones of thy voice, 
As you welcomed us back to the homestead of yore^ 

And made the poor wanderer rejoice I 
O no I for the old elm has lengthened his boughs. 

To shelter your long narrow bed ; 
For bofiide our dear father we laid you to sleep 

In peace, with the rest of his dead ! 



0| v^trslB my bfothor? fiir, fa fiom his hoiii% 

^6 stnmffer has hewn out his tomb ; 
But I tnwt mt bright angd of mercy was near 

To lighten its terrible gloom, — 
To illume the dark passage that leads to the graven 

Which truth from her torchlight can shed, — 
And watches e'en now, in that clime of the South, 

O'er the slumbering dust of the dead I 

And where the dear sister, the pure and the good. 

The light of our fireside band ? 
We miss thee, thy smile and thy gentle caress. 

And the soft gentle press of thy hand : 
Hiou art sleeping in state, where, elaborately wrought^ 

A rfijling encircles thy bed — 
But I wish thou wert here, 'neath our father's old 
elm. 

To sleep with the rest of the dead. 

But few of our dear little circle are left, 

And scattered exiles are they, 
The dark line of man hath widier'd their smik, 

And mingled their auburn with grey. 
I would that we all misht be gathered again. 

Where the elm-tree its branches hath spread, 
Thai when the last peal of the trumpet haUi call'd. 

Our fitther might rise wiUi his dead. 



THE TEMPEST. 

Wb were crowded in the cabin — 
Not a soul would dare to sleep ; 

It was midnight on the waterB, 
And a storm was on the detp. 
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Tifl a feaiM thing In wmter 
To be shattered in the blast, 

And to bear the rattling trumpet 
Thunder, ^^Cut away the mastl" 

Bo we shudder'd there in silence— 
For the stoutest held his breath, 

While the hungry sea was roarings 
And the breakers talk'd with Death. 

And thus we sat in darkness, 
Each one busy in his prayers ; 

" We are lost !" the captain shouted, 
As he stagger'd down the stairs. 

But his Kttle daughter whisper'd. 

As she took his icy hand, 
" Is n't God upon the ocean 

Just the same as on the land ?" 

Then we kiss'd the little maiden. 
And we spoke in better cheer, 

And we anchored safe in harbour. 
When the morn was shining clear. 



• THEY KNOW NOT WHAT THET DO." 

Mother, what makes my father gone 

So veryiong to-night ? 
You know he always used to come, 

Before 't was pandle-light. 

Then he spoke so pleasantly 
When I met him at the gate ; 

Very sorry seem'd to be 
If he inade the supper wait 
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How sweet the1)aby always smiledf 
And gave her tiny bands to co, 

When pa callM her his pretty <£ild, 
His little pet you know. 

And<when he took me on his knee 
To see the pictures I had made, 

And hear me say my ABC, 
I never thought to be afraid. 

And, best of all, when Sunday come 
How glad was I to hear him say, 

"Run, get your hat, my little son. 
For we must go to church to-day." 

But, mother, now he speaks so sharp. 
And gives you such an ugly shake, 

When he comes home, though sound asleep 
It quickly gets me wide awake. 

Then it seems so very long, 

And lonely too, to hear you sigh ; 

I always think my pa is wrong. 

When you're so good, to make you cry. 

Then I cry myself, and wish 

I knew what makes him treat you so ; 

Mother, I want to kiss you now. 
Then pray do tell me if you know. 

My precious child ! O must you know 
The cause of all my boundless grief, 

Making my bitter tears to flow 
So freely now for my relief? 

For myself I would not care 

So much if this poor heart should break : 
But, my sweet children I must they share 

In misery that their parents male f 
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And must they, in tlieir tender youth, 
HearVhat they cannot help but feel f 

The wretched mortifying truth, 
The purest love cannot conceal ? 

m 

My God I O can I fr^ly give 
A healthy tone to vitol powers 9 

Or ask for strength, or wish to live 
Under afflicOTi.such as ours! 

Yes, I will live and sujQTer on, 
My son, for God is good to me ; 

Although 3K>ur father treats me wrong, 
Yet God will my kind father be I 

w 

I would not say one word, I 'm sure, 
To make you prize your father less ; 

T is love that only can endure 
Such burning words of wretchedness I 

Know then he drinks the poison'd bowl— 
This is the cause of all our tears I 

A drunkard's curse is on his soul — 
This is the worst of all my fears 1 

Tis scarcely two years now since he 
Promised before his God and men, 

With bitter tears of agony. 

He ne'er would drink a drop again. 

O, how I wept for joy to see 

Him look so smiling when he came 

From work at night, so constantly, 
And all the ev^ing stay at home. 

Ah me I those hours of bliss are gone. 
And I am doom'd to know he stays 

Where vice in every wretched form 
Only resounds the drunkard's praise. 



8KE17UAL SONOa. 

'is all ki vain^^no hope^I 86€^ 
As long as aTaridous tntat 
Takes from, a itarving family 
All means of austenance he can ; 

Among a Aiming, filthy throng, 

Will stand) and'presB the cursed cup 

To their lips the whole night long, 
For them to drini: the contents up. 

Poor murderous wretchei>! can they be 
Upheld so long — itf Gpd ! my God ! — 

Steeping fond hestrts in misery, 
ibid not feel thy avenging rod f 

O spaye them yet a little space, 

And let thy power their hearts renew ; 

Teach them true love to all our race — 
" Father, they know not what they do!** 



PRAYER. 



There is an eye that nev^ sleeps 
Beneath the wing of night ; 

There is an ear that never shuts 
When 'sink the beams of light 

There is an arm that never tires 
When human strength gives way ; 

There is a love that never fails, 
When earthly loves decay. 

That epe is fix'd on seraph throngs ; 
That ear is fillM with angels' songs ! 
Thai arm upholds the world oa uA ; 
That hpe is throned beyond the £y. 
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But tbere 'b Apoiiier that man can wield 

Whem mortal %ii is vain — 
That eye, that arm', thut love to re«rib — 

That listening ear to gain : 
That power is praygr^ which soars on high. 
And feeds on bliss bi^oncl the sl^. 



THE MAGNETIC TELEGRAPtt* 

Along the ^g|ooth and slender wires 

The sleepless heralds run, 
Fast as the clear and living rays 

Go streaming from the sun ; 
No peals or flashes, heard or seen, 

Their wond'rous flight betray, 
And yet their words are quickly felt 

In cities far away. 

Nor summer's heat, nor winter's hail, 

Can check their rapid course — 
They meet unmoved the fierce wind's rage, 

The rough wave's sweeping force ; 
In the long night of rain and wrath, 

As in the blaze of day, 
They rush with news of weal (Mr woe 

To thousands far away. 

But faster still than tidings borne 

On that electric cord, 
Rise the pure Uioughts of him who loves 

The Christian's life and Lord — 
Of him who, taught in smiles and teara 

With fervent lips to pray. 
Maintains high converse here on earth 

With bright worlds far away. 
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Ay, though nor outward wish is breathedi 

f Nor outward answer given, 
"fbt sighing of that huinble*hQart 

Is known and felt in heaven ; 
Those long frail wires may bend and break, 

Those viewli^ heralds stray, 
But faith's least word shall reach the throne 

Of God, though fjgir awny. 



THE VAUDOIS tfiAOHER. 

** The manner In which the Waldenses and heretics disseminated 
their principles among the Catholic ..gentry was by carrying with 
them a box of trinkets, or articles of dress. Having entered the 
house of the gentry, and disposed of some of their goods, they cau- 
tiously Intimated that they had commodities for more valuable 
than these— inestimable jewels— which they would show if they 
could be protected firom the clergy. They would then give their 
purchasers a Bible or Testament ; and thereby many were deluded 
into heresy.**— JSetnerouf Saccho's Book, A. D. 1258. 

The following exquisite lines, suggested by the above extracti 
appeared originally in the New-England Review. 

** O, LADY fair ! these silks of naine 

Are beautiful and rare — 
The richest web of the Indian loom 

Which beauty's self might wear ; 
And those pearls are pure as thy own fair neck, 

With whose radiant light they vie ; 
I have brought them many a weary way — 

Will my gentle lady buy ?" 

And the lady smiled on the worn old man, 
Through the dark and clustering curls 

Which veil'd her brow, as she bent to view 
Her silkg and glitt'ring pearls ; 
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And she placed their price in the old man^s hand, 

And lightly turn'd away — 
Silt she paused at the wanderer's earmsst call, 

" My gentle lady, stay !" * ^ 

** O, lady fair, I have yet % gem 

Which a purer lustre flings 
Than the diamond flash of the jewellM crown 

On the lofty brow of kings — 
A wonderful pearl, of exceeding price, 

Whose virtue shall not decay, 
Whose light shall be as a spell to thee, 

And a blessing on thy way 1" 

The lady glanced at the mirroring steel, 

Where her form of grace was seen. 
Where her eyes shone clear, and her daik locks 
waved 

Their clasping pearls between : — 
** Bring forth thy pearl of exceeding worth. 

Thou traveller grey and old — 
And name the price of thy precious geA, 

And my pages shall count thy gold." 

The cloud went off from the pilgrim's brow 

As a small and meagre book, 
Unchased with gold or diamond gem, 

From his folding robe he took : 
" Here, lady fair, is the pearl of price ; 

May it prove as such to thee ! 
Nay — ^keep thy gold — I ask it not, . 

For the Word of God is free I" 

The hoary traveller went his way ; 

But the gift he left behind 
Hath had its pure and perfect work 

On that high-bom maiden's mind ; 



m 
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And Alb hadi tamM Qtom the pride of rfn 

To the lowliness of truth, 
And given her human heart to God 
^ In its beautiful hour of youth I 

And she hath left the grey old halls, 
* , Where an evil faith had power, 

The courtly knights of her father's train. 

And the maidens c^ her bower ; 
And she hath gone to the Vaudois yaiesi 

By lordly feet untrod, 
Where the poor and needy of eardi are rich 

In the perfect love of God I 



THE BIBLE. 



This nttle book I'd rather own 

Than all the gold and gems 
That e'er in monarch's coffers shone— 

Than all their diadems. 
Nky, were the seas one chrysolite, 

The earth a golden ball. 
And diamonds all the stars of night, 

This book were worth them all. 

How baleful to ambition's eye 

His blood-wrung spoils must gleam, 
When Death's upliflbed hand is nigh. 

His life a yamish'd dream I 
Then hear him, with his gasping breath, 

For one poor moment crave I 
Fool I wouldst thou stay the arm of death f 

Ask of thy gold to save ! 

No, no I the soul ne'er found lelief 
In glittering hoards of wealth ; 



Grams dude not the e je of grie^ 
Gold cannot purchase health ; 

Bat h^re a blessed balm appears, 
To heal the deepest woe ; 

And he that seeks this book in teaes, 
His tears shall cease to flow. 

Here he who died on Calvary's tree 

Hath made that promise blest; 
**' Ye heavy laden, come to me^ 

And I will give you rest 
A bruised reed I will not break, 

A contrite heart despise ; 
My burden's light, and all who take 

My yoke shall win the skies I" 

Yes, yes I this little book is worth 

All else to mortals given — 
For what are all the joys of earth 

Compared to joys of heaven f 
This is the guide our Father gave 

To lead to realms of day — 
A star, whose lustre gilds the grave—- 

" The Light— the Life— the Way » 



THE MSnSTRY OF ANGEia 

Which of the petty kings of earth 
Can boast a guard like ours, 

Encircled from our second birth 
With all the heavenly powers ? 

Myriads of bright cherubic bands, 
Sent by the King of kings. 

Rejoice to bear us in their hands. 
And d»de us with their wmg/k 
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With them we inarch securely on' 
Throughont Immanuel's ground, 

And not an uncommisdon'd stone 
Our guarded feet shall wound. 

No enemy our souls ensnare ; 

No casual evil grieve ; 
Nor can we lose a single hair 

Without our Father's leave. 

Angels, where'er we go, attend 
Our steps, whatever hetide — 

With watchful care their chaige defend. 
And evil turn aside. 

A sudden thought t' escape the hlow, 

A ready help we find — 
And to their secret presence owe 

The presence of our mind. 

Their instrumental aid unknowu, 
They day and night supply ; 

And free from fear we lay us down, 
Though Satan's host he nigh. 

Our lives the holy angels keep 
From every hostile power; 

And unconcerned we sweetly sleep, 
As Adam in his hower. 

Jehovah's charioteers around ; 

The ministerial choir 
Encamp where'er his heirs are found. 

And form our wall of fire. 

Ten thousand offices unseen 

For us they gladly do ; 
Deliver in the furnace keen. 

And safe escort us through. 
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^ • 
But thron^ni^TOuiidf with busiest love, 

They guard the dying breast ; 

The lurking "fiend far off remoye. 

And sing our souls to rest. 

And when our spirits we resign, 
On outstretched wings they bear, 

And lodge us in the arms divine, 
And leave us ever there. 



THE BACKSLIDER'S RETURN. 

Okcb I loved my Redeemer, his flock and his fold, 

Long, long ago — ^long, long ago ; 
But alas for my love, it grew languid and cold, 

Long, long ago — ^long ago ; 
I wander'd afar, o'er the world and its wilds— 
I sought for its pleasures, I fed on its smiles, ' 
Till stung by the adder that- coils on its wiles, 

Long, long ago — ^long ago. 

An exile I roam'd, far away from my God, 

Long, long ago — ^long, long ago; 

His eye beam'd rebuke, and his hand held the rod, 

Long, long ago— long ago ; 

I felt sad despondency's venomous dart — 

It drank up my spirits, and poison'd my heart; 

I strove to forget it, though keen was the smart, 

Long, long ago — ^long ago. 

But Jesus, to save me, (he pitied my falls. 

Long, long ago — long, long ago, — ) 
Swift as thought, to the watchman that stands on our 
walls, 

(O 't was not long — ^long ago,) 



Hiia meesBge was sped by a^angel of Hgbt, 
" Go, picture the practical iirfiders pMght, 
T will save tiiat apostate from faell^ deepest night : 
Go, preach the cross— watchman, go I" 

I heard — fled to Christ — ^sofk as dew flrom above, 

Not long ago— not long ago- 
Descended the stream of his heavenly love — 

Sweet was its flow — was its flow. 
With the heart how I praise him — ^his mercy adore, 
My exile is ended — ^my wanderings are o'er ; 
I stand on the mount now, to go down no more, 

No, never more — ^never more. 



THE YOUNG LADY»S EXPERIENOB. 

Yk people, that wonder at me and my ways, 
And with much astonishment on me do gaze— 
Come, lend your attention, and I will relate 
My past exercises, and my present state. 

The people I follow I once did despise. 
And oiltimes, like you, gazed on them with surprise ; 
I gazed with a mixture of pride and disdain. 
But still from their meetings I could not refrain. 

I ofttimes did jest at their sighs and their groans, 
And sometimes in secret was made for to mourn ; 
Though weeping and shouting gave me such oflence, 
I thought it delusion, and all a pretence. 

I ofttimes resolved to hear them no more, 
But still, on occasions, would go as before ; 
Although persecution I still would return, 
But the spark of conviction began for to bum. 



The word, clothed «ikh poww, at laal readi'd my 

heartr— 
I sat under preaeliiDg, and there felt the dart ; 
I strove to conceal it, but all was in vain — 
To pray, weep, and tremble, it did me constrain. 

T sank down in sorrow ; so great my distress, 
1 lay for some hours almost motionless ; 
Till Jesus in mercy his love did reveal : 
A wonder, a wonder — O how did I feel I 

My burden of guilt was removed and gone, 
My ipirit was joyful, my soul was serene ; 
I stood up and praised him, without dread or fear. 
Nor would I regard it, though the world had been 
there. 

My friends may despise me, my folks ridicule, 
' The wise of this world may esteem me a fool ; 
But aH their endeavours will be fruitless and vain. 
For Jesus has bless'd me, and I'll praise his name. 



HOME m HEAVEN. 

The Christian pilgrim sings, 

Heaven's my home, heaven's my home ; 
The Christian pilgrim sings, 

Heaven's my home. 
Through the telescope of faith 
He looks o'er the river death. 
And ^xultingly exclaims. 

Heaven's my home, heaven's my home. 

Though poverty's my lot, 

Heaven's my home, heaven's my home ; 
Though poverty's my lot, 

Heaven's my home. 
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Though poverty^s my lot. 
Though the %-tre6 blossoms not, 
I can sing the song of hope — 
Heaven's my home, heaven's my home. 

Though the wofldfmay me disown, 
Heaven's my home, heaven's my home ; 

Though the world may me disowa 
Heaven's my home. 

Though the world may rvj^ aisown, 

I am little and unknown, 

I 'm an heir to yonder throne — 
Heaven's my home, heaven's my home. 

Through the dark and cloudy day 
Heaven's my home, heaven's my home : 

Through the dark and cloudy day 
Heaven's my home. 

Throagh the dark and cloudy day 

On Jehovah's arm I '11 stay, 

And pursue my happy way ; 
Heaven's my home, heaven's my home. 

O that every soul could say. 

Heaven's my home, heaven's my home; 
O that every soul could say, 

Heaven's my home. 

that every soul could say, 
If I die this blessed day, 

1 should rise and soar away ; 
^eaven's my home, heaven's my home. 



THE CROSS. 

I'm tired of visits, modes, and forms. 
And flatteries made by human worms, 
Their conversation flows. 
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The theme of Jesus' dying lo ;e 
Transports my soul to things above ; 
The hallowM flame of Jesus' love, 
It sets my soul on fire. 

When Jesus tells h\m dying love, 
Through every vgin my passions move. 

The captives of his love. 
In midnight shades, on frosjty ground, 
I could attend the pleasing sound ; 
Nor would I feel December cold* 

Nor think the season long. 

* 

When he describes the thorns he wore, 
And tells his bloody passion o'er. 

Till I am drown'd in tears ; 
Then, with a sympathetic smart, 
There's a strange joy beats round my heart; 
The accursed tree, loaded with bliss, ^ 

My sweetest balm it bears. 

Thus while I hear my Saviour Qod 
Count o'er my sins, a heavy load. 

He bore upon the tree ; 
Inward I blush, with sacred shame. 
And weep, and own, and love the name 
Who knew bo guilt, nor grief his own, 

But bore it all for me. 

Kindly he opens to me his ear. 
And bids me pour my sorrows there, 

And tell him all my pain ; 
Thus while I ease my burden'd heart. 
In every wound he heals a part ; 
His arm embraces, and hk hands 

My drooping head suttains. 
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JOnaHTS OF MALTA. 

OoMK, all you knights^ you knights of Malta, 
Colne, Bay and do as I have done ; 

You miffht naye bgen in armour brighter, 
Within the New JenMlem. 

Chobub. — ^We are litae true-bom sons of Eden, 
We are the true-bom sons of God, 
We Tiear the badge and scarlet garter, 
Hie robe that andent monarchs wo/e. 

When Moses planted Aaron's rod 

All in one night that rod did bud ; « 

When Moses smote the Egyptian water 
That very moment it tum'd to blood. 

Ohobus. — ^We are the true-bom sons of Levi, 
We are the tme-bom sons of God, 
We are the root and branch of David, 
The bright and glorious morning star. 

When Aaron and I crossed over Jordan, 
When the fifth stone was lifted up, 

With the high-priest and our grand master, 
We earned the ark of God along. 

Ohobus. 

It was in.Oilgal our ark we rested, 
And {here we did receive the mark ; 

The seven trumpets of rams' horns sounded, 
Sounded there before the ark. 

Ghobub. 

Broad is the road that leads to ruin. 

Many there be who travel in ; 
Gome, go with me to the New Jerasalem, 

That is the place that's free from sib. 

Ghobub. 



\ 
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THE NARROW WAY. 

Oo^, ye that love the Lord, 

Unto me, unto me ; 
Come, ye U^t love the Loxd^ 
Unto me ; 
I 'ye something good to say 
Ahout the narrow way, 
For Christ the other day 
Saved my soul, sared my sotd — 
For Christ the other day saved my soul. 

He gave me first to see 

What I was, what I waa — 
He gave me first to see 
W hat I was ; 
He gave me first to see 
My guUt and misery, 
And then he set me free — 
Bless his name ! bless his name I — 
And then he set me free, bless his name I * 

Some said I 'd soon give o'er— 
You will see» you will see ; 
Some said I 'd soon give o' 
You will see. 
^ Some time is past and gone 

I Since I began to pray ; 

I love the Lord to-day, 

Bless his name I bless his name 
I love the Lord to-day, bless his name I 

My old companions said, 

He 's undone, he's und(Hie ; 

11 * * y 



1 — — — — 

My old companions saidf 
He'auadoAe; 

26 
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I 

■J 
My old companions said, 
He is surely going mad ; 
But Jesus makes me glad, 

Bless his name ! bless his name I — 
But Jesus makes me glad, bless Lis namel 

" Had they but eyes to see, 

Eyes to see, eyes to see — 
Had they but eyes to see, 
Eyes to see ; 
Had they but eyes to see 
Their guilt and misery. 
They 'd be as mad as me, 
I believe, I believe, — 
'They 'd be as mad as me, I beh'eve. 

O, had I angel's wings, 

I would fly, I would fly ; 
O, had I anil's wings, 
I would fly. 
Had I the wingsof Noah's dove 
I 'd soon fly home above. 
To greet the God of love — 

Bless his name I bless his name ! 
To greet the God of love, bless his name ! 

O, could I hear it said 

From the Lord, from the Lord*- 
O, could I hear it said 
From the Lord — 
O, could I hear it said. 
My warfare's at an end. 
My soul would shout and sing: 
O, farewell ; O, farewell,— 
My BOol would shout and sing, O, fiurewelL 
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THE HERMIT. 

Taou art gone to the grave — ^but we will not deplore 

thee, 
Though sorrows and darkness encompass the 

tomb; 
The Saviour hath pass'd through its portals before 

thee, 
And the lamp of his love is thy guide through 

the gloom — 
And the lamp of his love is thy guide through 

the gloom. 

Thou art gone to the grave — ^we no longer behold 

thee, 

Nor tread the rough path of the world by thy side ; 

But the wide arms of mercy are spread to enfold 

thee, 

And sinners may hope, since the Saviour hath 

died — 
And sinners may hope, since the Saviour hath died. 

Thou art irone to the <rrave — and its mansions for- 
Bafing, 
Perhaps thy tried spirit in doubt lingered long ; 
But the sunshine of heaven beam'd bright on thy 
waking, 
And the song that thou heardst was the sera- 
phim's sons — 
And the song mat thou heardst was the serar 
phim's song. 

Thou art gone to the grave — ^but 't were wrong to 
deplore thee, 
When Grod was thy ranaom, tliy guardia" '" ** 
guide; 



He gave thee, and took thee, and aoon will restore 

thee, 
Where death hath no sting, since the Saviour 

hath died — 
Where death hath no sting, smoe the Saviour 

h§th died. 



THE INDIAIPS EXPERIENOE. 

lN*de dark wood, no Indian nigh. 
Den me look heaben, and send up cry. 

Upon my knees so low ; 
Dat God on high in shining place, 
See me in night wid teary face — . 

De preacher tell me so. 

God send his angel take me care. 
He come himself^ he hear my prayer, 

If inside heart do pray ; 
He see me now, he know me here, 
He say. Poor Indian, neber fear, 

Me wid you night and day. 

Now me lobe God wid Indian heart, 
He fight for me, he take my part, 

He save um life before ; 
God lobe poor Indian in de wood. 
So me lol^ God, and dat be good, 

Me pray him two times more. 

So when time come, poor Indian die, 
Me go great Spirit above de sky, 

And blanket leave behind ; 
Me have no need of wigwam dere. 
Me better habitation share, 

Wid Jesus good and kind. 



s 
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OHRISTIAK'S PAEEWELL. 

A FEW more days on earth to*flpend, 
A.nd all my cares and toils will end. 
And I shall see my God and^Aiend, 

And praise his name on high. 
There 's no more sighs, th^e 's no more tears. 
There 's no more pain, and no more fears, 
But God, and Christ, and heaven appears 

Unix) my ravish'd eye. 

Then, O my sonl, despond no more— 
The storms of life will soon be o'er^ 
And I shall reach that blissful shOt$ 

Of everlasting rest; 
There I shall see my Saviour's fiioe, 
And dwell in his beloved embrace, 
And taste the fulness of his|p»oey 

And be forever blest 

My soul anticipates the day, 
I joyfully the call obey, 
Which summons my soul vaway 

To seats prepared above. 
The heavenly Canaan, sweet and fiiir, 
Before my naked eyes appear, 
Which makes me mink I 'm almost there, 

In yonder bright abode. 

To earthly cares I say farewell. 
And triumph over death and hell ; 
I '11 go where saints and angels dwell. 

To praise the Eternal Three. 
I '11 jom with those who have gone before, 
Who sing and shout then* sufferings p'or, 
Where pain and parting are no more 

To all eternity. 
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Adieu, ye scenes of noise and show, 
-*- 'And all iiUfi region her^ below, 
• .Where naught but disappointments grow — 
• A better world in view. 
My Saviow calls, I 'U haste away, ' 

• fl would not here forever stay, 

' Hail, ye bVigl^t realnis of endless ^j ; 

• Vain wond, once more, adieu. ' 

» 

' ^THE MOUNTAINEER'S FAREWELL. 

We have come from the mountains of the old 

Gtb^ State, 
Wb^re the hills are so lofty, magnificent, and great ; 
Where IVe left kindred spirits, in the land of the 

blest, 
When I bade them adieu, for the far distant west 

O, thy mountains, 

O, thy valleys. 
In my own native State. 

thy hills and thy valleys are sacred all to me, 
No matter what in lands of others I may see ; 

1 may view scenes so sunny, so fair,. and so smooth, 
Then I Ml think of my cottage, {Kat^stiEinds in the 

grove. 

O my childhood, 

O that homestead, 
Li my own native State. 

I will oft think of her who once was my pride. 
As she rode upon the mountains, so closely by my side; 
O I sigh for the days that never will come back, 
For she sleeps upon the shores of the bold Merrimaa 

O that loved one, 
O that graveyard, 

Tn mtr n^n XUltlVe StBtBb 
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O, a moliher dear I 've lost, she has gone to the grare;*. 
She was the greatest blessing that Gipd ever gav(5} 
Now I '11 go to the spot where buried is the loveel, 
And I seem to hear her singing witb angels above. 

O, my mother, • j» 

I *il bless her ashes 
* In my own native State* 
Oy a mother dear I've lost, she has gone to th« 
graye— ^ ' ^ •• 

She has left her orphan weeping, to go to Go^l^lio 
gave. 



"GOOD MORIONG, BROTHER PILGRIMS 

The fbUowing is the substance of a oonyersation between two pro- 
fessors as they met ; one going to, the other returning frmny 
oamp-meetlng. early in the morning. 

" Good morning, brother pilgrim I 

What, marching to Zion ? 
What doubts and what dangers have you met to- 
day? 

Have you found a blessing ? 

Are your joys increasing ? 
Press forward, my brother, and make no delay. 

Is your heart a glowing? 

Are your comforts flowing? 
And have you an evidence now bright and dear f 

Have you a desire 

That burns like a fire ? 
And have hope in the hour when Christ ahall 
appear?" 

" I came out this morning, 
And now am returning. 
Perhaps litde better than when I first oamo \ 
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Sach groaning and shouting, 

It seta me to doubting, 
I fear such religion is all like a dream. 

The pieachers were stamping, 
4, The people were jumping, 
And screaming so loud that I neither could hear 

Either praying or preaching ; 

BcHfti horrible screeching, 
rr yras truly offensive to all that were there.'' • 



X ' 



" Perhaps, my dear brother^* 

While diey pray'd together. 
You sat and consider'd, and pray'd not at all ; 

Would you find a blessing ? 

Then pray without ceasing, 
Obey the advice which was given by Paul. 

For if you should reason 

At any such season. 
No wonder if Satan should tell in your -ear : 

* The preachers and people 

Are all but a rabble. 
And this is no place for reflection and prayer.' " 

" * JVo place for reflection P 

I 'm fill'd with distraction, 
I wonder the people could bear for to stay ; 

The men they were bawling. 

The women were squalling, 
I wonder, for my part, how any could pray. 

Such horrid confusion I 

If this be religion. 
Sure it is something new that has never been seen : 

For the sacred pages 

Which speak of all ages. 
Do nowhere declare that such ever has hew." 
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** Don't be so soon shaken ; 

If I 'm not mistaken, 
Such things have been acted by Christians of old : 

When the ark it was coming, 

King David came running, 
And danced before it, in Scripture we're toldT. 

When the Jewish nation 

Had laid the foundation, - - 

.\pd rebuilt the temple, by Ezra's command, 

Sdioie wept and some praised, 
- Such ^ noise there was raised, 
*T was heard afar Q&, perhaps all through the land. 

" And* as for the preacher, 

Ezekiel the teacher 
Was taught for to stamp, and smite with his hand ; 

To show the transgression 

Of that wicked nation, 
And bid them repent and obey the command. 

For Scripture quotation 

In this dispensation, 
Oar gracious Redeemer has handed them down ; 

If some ceased fix>m praising, 

We hear him proclaiming, 
The Btcmes to reprove thetn would quickly cry out ' 

" Then Scripture is wrested ; 

For Paul has protested 
That order should be kept in the house of the Lord ; 

Amidst such a clatter 

Who knows what 's the matter % 
Or who can attend unto what is declared ? 

To see them behaving 

Like drunkards or raving, 
And l3ring and rolling prostrate on the gvooiid ; 
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I reaSy felt awful, 

And sometimes was fearful * I 

That I'd be the next to come tumbling down.** ' 

" You fear persecution, 

• And there 's tlie delusion, , 

Brought in by th« devil to draw you away ; ' 

£« careful, my brother, ' 

For blest are none other ' 

But such as are never offended in me.'' * . , 



THE OHRISTIAK SOLDIEE. 

Enlisted with Jesus to fight against sin, 
O may I be valiant the battle to win I 
For when I was willing with all things to part, 
He gave me my bounty, his love in my heart 

Chorus. — And now I have joined the conquering 

band. 
We 're marching to glory, at Jesus' com- 
mand. 

He stripp'd off the garment of sin I had wore, 
And gave me a new one he had in his store ; 
Uniform in appearance, my garment was grace. 
No doubting, no fearing, but bold in his ways. 

The shoes of the gospel he put on my feet, 
The whole Christian armour, to make me complete 
Salvation my helmet, my girdle was grace, 
The sword of the Spirit, the breastplate of &ith. 

And now I'm equipp'd and prepared for the fight, 

may I be careful ray arms to ke^p bright — 
That when Israel's trumpet shall sound from a&r, 

1 may mmdi up widi bbldness to Zion's great war. 
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The word it is given ; our Captain dot^ cry, 
The foes they are coming, to arms you must fly^- 
The banner 's unfurled, the standard I see, 
The colours all etain'd with blood on the tiee. 

How grand are the armies — how noble they sui«.d — 
Their Captain is Jesus, he bears the command ; 
Press forward, brave soldiers, you 've nothing to fear, 
Only be valiant, the victory is near. 



THE MISSIONARY'S GRAVE.. • 
Air — Grave of Bonaparte, 

In a lone, silent spot, 'neath the sad drooping willow, 
Where the grass and the vine matted over his 
grave, 
A soldier of Jesus lay pressing death's pillow. 
Whose watchword was love, and whose aim was 
to save. 
He sleeps there in peace, no dangers can harm him, 
Though battles may rage, and the wild tempest 
roar; 
His rest is unbroken, no sound can alarm him. 
In quiev he slumbers — ^his conflicts are o'er. 

The cross was his standard, its beauties he blended, 
He offered salvation, and bade all rejoice ; 

But his work is now finished, his battles are ended. 
His labours are over, and hushM is his voice. 

His form, cold and still, in its damp bed is sleeping, 
The eye is grown dim that with lustre once shone ; 

No friends mourning o'er him in sadness are weep- 

And the tear-drop of sorrow falls not on his tomb. 
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But soon to Ae Blumberer command will be givwi, 

Xp cast off the fetters that ding to him now ; 
An irmj of angels shall bear him to heaven, 

And 'garlands of gloi^ be 'twined round his brow. 
While anthems of praises around him are ringing, 

His body, immortal; in brightness shall rise ; 
*While milhons of ransom'd hosannas are singing, 

In triumph he '11 enter his home in the skies. 



THE GOSPEL SHIP. 

T&E (jl^ospel Ship has long been sailing, 

Bound for Canaan's peaceful shore. 
All who wish to sail for glory, 

Come and welcome, rich and poor. 

Chorus. — Glory, glory, fi&Uelujah ! 

All the sailors loudly cry ; 

See the blissful points of glory, 

Open to each fisuthful eye. 

Thousands she has safely landed 

Far beyond these mortal shores ; 
Thousands still are sailing in her. 

And yet there 's room for thousaikb more 

Waft along this noble vessel. 

All ye gales of gospel grace, 
Carrying every faithful sailor > 

To this heavenly landing-place. 

Her sails are fill'd, and heavenly breezes 

Gently waft the ship along ; 
All the sailors are r^oicing. 

Glory bursts from every tongue^ \ 
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Gome, poor smnera^ get converted. 
Sail with us o'er life's rough sea; 

Then with us you will be happy, 
Happy through eternity. 

I love Jesus, hallelujah I* ' 

I love Jesus-r-yes I do I 
I love Jesus— he 's my Saviour ; 

Jesus smiles, and loves me too. 



HEAVENLY RAILROAD. 

The line to heaven by Christ was made, 
With heavenly truth the'rails are laid ; 
From earth to heaven the line extends, ^ 

To life eternal, where it %nds. 
Chorus. — ^We're going home, we're going home^ 
we 're going home. 
To die no more, to die no more, to die no 

more; 
We 're going home, to die no more. 



Repentance is the station then 
Where passengers are taken in ; 
No fee for them is there to pay. 
For Jesus is himself the way. 

The Bible then is engineer. 
It points the way to heaven so clear ; 
Through tunnels dark, and dreary here, 
It does the way to glory steer. 

God's love the Rre, his truth the steam, 
Which drives the engine and Uie train ; 
All you who would to glory ride. 
Most oome to Christ, in him abide. 
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In firet, and second, and third daaa, 
Repentance, faith, and hohness. 
You must the way to glory gain, 
Or you with Christ can never reign. 

Corae then, p^or sinners,* now 's the time ; 
At any place upon the line, 
If you repent and turn from sin, 
The train will stop, and take you in. 



SELLING HEAVEN. 

" Qo, bring me," said the dying fair, 

With anguish, in her tone, 
« Those costly robes and jewels rare — 

Go, bring them every one." 
They strew'd them on her dying bed, 

Those robes of princely cost;*^ 
"Father," with bitterness she said, 

" For these my soul is lost I 

"With glorious hopes I once was blest, 

Nor fear'd the gaping tomb ; 
With heaven already in my heart 

I look'd for heaven to come. 
I heard a Saviour's pard'ning voice, 

My soul was fill'd with peace ; 
Fatlier, you bought me with these toys, 

I barter'd heaven for these. 

"Take them, they are the price of blood t 

For them I lost my soul ; 
For them must bear the^wrath of God 

While ceaseless ages roll. 
Remember, when you look on these, 

Tour daughter's fearful doom ; 
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11iaiC«h^' h& pride aad iluiie to please^ 
y » Went quakmg to the tomb. 

** G6, bear them from my sight and touch ; 

Your gifts 1 4ere restore ; 
Keep diem with care — they cost you mudhy 

"They cost your daughter more. 
Look at them every rolling year 

Upon my dying day, 
And drop for me the bunung tear," 

She said, and sunk away. 



THE LAST TRUMPET'S SOUND. 

When the last trumpet's sound shakes the earth all 

around, 
And the dead shall arise, and ascend to the skies, 
There to meet Him who died, with his glorious bride, 
And to praise him forever by Immanuel's side. 
Chorus. — Hallelujah to Jesus, Amen and Amen, 
We will praise him forever, again and again ; 
To the Lamb that was slain, and who liveth again. 
Hallelujah, hallelujah. Amen and Amen. 

There the apostolic band, with the uplifted hand. 
Give to Jesus* the praise of salvation by grace ; 
And the martyrs who bled, with their crown on their 

head. 
These from glory to glory by Jesus are led. 

There a Wesley doth stand in the midst of the band. 
With his bright shining face, praising God for free 

grace; 
And a Fletcher unites with the old Israelitea^ 
Giving glory to Jesus in rapturous dehght 



I 
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Now redempticm they sing to their glorious King, 
Through the power of free grace, while the augels 

How it rolk o*er the plains, in what glorious strains ! 
O, glory to Jesus, forever he reigns. 

There, array'd all in white, saints and angels unite, 
And in ecstasies gaze on the Ancient of Da3rs ; 
In harmonious lays all their voices they raise, 
And all .heaven is flll'd with Immanuel s praise. 



THE NEW GOSPEL SHIP. 

^ I 'vB shipped on board the gospel ship — 
Gome, who will go with me ? 
She 's ready now, Sie *s all afloat, 
Tour passage shall be free. 

Chorus* — Cheer up, all hearts, the day it breaks, 
The boats are crossing o'er. 
The sun is up, the night is past. 
Bright angels throng the shore. 

Her keel was laid in perfect love. 

When first her work begun ; 
And modell'd by the powers above, 

And finish'd by the Son. 

Her sails are made of linen white, 

And all so neat and clean ; 
Her decks are laid with gospel grace, 

And seasoned hard wiudn. 

Her sides are seal'd, and all so tight, 

With perfect skill and ease ; 
Her cabin 's lined with gold so bright— 

Our Captain he is there. 
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Who do you think our Captain is t 

Or do you know his name ? 
T is Jesus Christ, the Father's S(mr^^ 

Was bom in Bethkhem. 

Sometinaes the waves run mountain high, ' 

And nothing seems to yield ; 
By faith we steer our gospd ship— • 

'T is love that turns her wheels. 

We Ve nail'd our colours to the mast, 

And firmly we declare 
We '11 never strike while time doth lasty 

Or Jesus answers prayer. 

The Bible — yes, it is our chart — 

It points forever true ; 
Though days go by, and years are past, 

Yet it is always new. 

You ask me what's the song we sing; 

You ask me how we fare : 
Tis glory to our God and king, 

And manna every hour. 

You ask me where my ship is bound. 

And what 's the wages given ? 
She sails the world — ^yes, all around, 

And anchors safe in heaven. 



HOME OF THE SOUL. 

IV HERE can the soul find relief from its foes, 
A shelter of safety, a home of repose ? 
Can earth's highest summit, or deepest hid vale. 
Give a refuge nor sorrow nor sin can assail ? 

No— no 1 there 's no home, 
There 'a no home upon earth ; the soul has no home* 
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Siall it leare ike low earUi ftnd soar to the sky. 
And seek for a home in the mansions on high ? 
In the bright realms of bliss wfll a dwelling be given, 
And the soul find a hoiB^ in the glory of heaven f 

Yes — ^yes — there *s a home ; 
There's a home in high heaven — itie soul has a home. 

O holv and sweet ils rest shall be there I — 
Free rorever from ^n, and sorrow, and c^re ; 
And the loud hallelujahs of angels shall rise. 
To welcome the soul to its home in the ildes ; 

Home — ^home — ^home of the soul, 
The bosom ef God is the home of the souL 



OUR BONDAGE IT SHALL END. 

Our bondage it shall end by and by. 

From Egypt's yoke set firee ; 

Hail the glorious jubilee, 
And to Canaan we'll return by and by. 

Our Deliverer he shall come by and by. 
And our sorrows have an end, 
With our threescore years and ten, 

And vast glory crown the day by and by. 

Though our enemies are strong, we 11 go on ; 

Though our hearts dissolve with fear, 

Lo I Sinai's Grod is near, 
While the fiery pillar moves we '11 go on. 

Though Marah has bitter streams, we 11 go on ; 

Though Baca's vale be dry. 

And the land yield no supply. 
To a land of com and wine we 11 go on. 
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And when to Jordan's floods we are come, 

Jehovah rules the tide, 

And the waten lie 'U^divide, 
And theransom'd host shall shout, we are come. 

Then friends shall meet again wh6 have loved, 

Our embraces shall be sweet, 

At the dear Redeemer's feet. 
When we meet to part no mcHre who havoi loved* 

Then with^all the happy throifg we'll rejoice, 

Shouting glory to our King, 

Till the vaults of heaven ring. 
And through all eternity we 'U rejoice. 



LAY UP NEARER, BROTHER. 

The Kew-Snglftnd Diadem gives its readens the following beanti* 
iU Btaozaa, which were BOggested by hearing read an extract of a 
letter from Capt. Ohase, giving an account of the sickness and death 
of his brother-in-law, Hr. Brown Owen, who died on his passage to 
Calilbmla. We have seldom met anything so painlhlly interesting 
in every Une, and it wiU be read with '* tearflil eyes** by many who 
have lost brothers, fothers, hasbands, or sons on their way toj or 
after having reached, the land of gold and of graves. 

Lay up nearer, brother, nearer ; 

For my limbs are growing cold, 
And thy presence seemeth dearer 

When thy arms around me fold. 
I am dying, brother, dying. 

Soon you 11 miss me in your berth ; 
For my form will soon be lying 

"Neath the ocean's briny suiJ 

BJeailDen to me, brother, hearken ; 
' I bavB aome^ing I woold say 



I 
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Bre the veil my vision darken. 
And I go from hence away; 

I am going, surely going, 

But my hope in God is strong; 

I am willing, brother, knowing 
That he doeth nothing wrong. 

Tell my fkther, when you greet him, 

That in deatii I pray'd for him — 
. Prayed that I might one day meet him 

In a world that 's free from sin ; 
Tell my mother, (God assist her 

Now that she is growing old,) — 
Tell, her child would glad nave kiss'd her 

When his lips grew pale and cold. 

j'^ Listen, brother, catch each whisper, 

'Tis my wife I 'd speak of now : 
Tell, 1 tell her how I miss'd her, 

When the fever bum'd my brow ; 
Tell her, brother, (closely listen. 

Don't forget a single word,) 
That in deam my eyes did glisten 

With the tears her mem'ry stirr'd. 

Tell her she must kiss my children, 
. Like the kiss I last impressed ; 
Hold them as when last I held them, 

Folded closely to my breast ; * 
Give them early to their Maker, 

Putting all her trust in God, 
And he never will forsake her. 

For he 's said so in his word. 

O, mi^ children I Heaven bless them T 
They were all my life to me ; 

Would I could once more coreBS them 
Ere I sink beneath the aea ; 
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T was for them I crossed the ocean, 
What my hopes were 1 11 not teU, 

But I Ve gain'd an orphan's portion. 
Yet He doeth all things well. 

Tell my sister I rememher 

Ev'ry kindly parting word, 
And my heart has been kept tender 

By the thoughts their mem'ry stinr'd ; 
Tell them I ne'er reach'd the haven 

Where I sought the " precious dust," 
But I gain'd a port called Heaven, 

Where the gold, will never rust. 

Urge them to secure an entrance. 

For they 'U find their brother tJiere ; 
Faith in Jesus and repentance. 

Will secure for each a share. 
Hark ! I hear my Saviour speaking, 

'T is his voice I know so well ; 
When I 'm gone, O do n't be weeping, 

Brother, here 's my last farewell ! 



THE HAPPY MAN. 

■ 

How happy is the man who has chosen wisdom's 

ways, 
And measures out his span to his God in 'pray^ 

and praise ; 
His God and his Bible are all he desires. 
To holiness of heart he continually aspires ; 
In poverty he is happy, for he knows he has a Friend 
That never will forsake him, though the world shaU 

have an end. 
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He rises in ihe morning, with the lark he tunes- his 

lays, 
And oflfers up his tribute to his God in pray» and 

praise ; 
And then to his labour cheerfully repairs, 
In confidence, believing that his God will hear hjs 

prayers ; 
Whatever he engages in, at home or abroad, 
His object is to honour and to glorify God. 

And thus you have his history through life from 

day to day — 
Religion is no mystery to him, it is a beaten way ; 
^ ^d when on %is pillow he lies down to die, 
In hope he rejoices, for he knows his Saviour's nigh ; 
And when life's lamp isiKckering, his soul on wings 

of love 
¥lwH away to realms of gloryj there to reign with 

Christ above. 



THE WIFE. 



Sh^! clung to him with woman's love, 

Like ivy to the oak. 
Whilst o'er his head, with crushing force, 

Earth's chilling tempests broke. 

And when the world look'd cold on him, 
And blight hung o'er his name. 

She soothed his cares with woman's love, 
And bade him rise again. 

When cape had furrow'd o'er his brow, 
And clouded his young hours, 

She wore, amidst his crown of thorns, 
A wreath of love's own flow'rs. 
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And nevet did that ivieatb decay, 

Or the bright flow'ret wither, 
FcMT wolnan's tears e'er nourish'd them, 

That they might bloom forever. 

# 

Tis ever thus with woman's love, • 
True till life's storms have pass'd ; 

And, like the vine around the tree, 
It braves them to the last 



WHEN JOSEPH HIS BRETHREN BEHELD. 

When Joseph his brethren beheld, 

Afflicted and trembling with fear, 
His heart with compwsion was fill'd, 

For weeping hejpould not forbear. 
Awhile his behaviour was rough, 

To bring their past sins to their mind. 
But when they were humbled enough, 

He hasten'd to show himself kind. 

Hoir littie they thought it was he 

Whom they had ill-treated and sold I 
How great their confusion must be 

As soon as his name he had told I 
"I'm Joseph your brother," he said, 

" And still to my heart you are' dear ; 
You sold me, and thought I was dead. 

But God, for your 8sS:e8, sent me here." 

Thouirh trreatly distress^ before, « 
. W£«n chained with porloiBi^ ihe cup, 
They bow were confounded iiiu<£ more— 
Not one of them durst to look up. 
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''Can Joseph, whom we would have slaui, 

Foi^ve us the evil, we did ? 
And will he our households maintain h^ 

O ibis is a brother indeed !" 

This dragg'd by my conscience I came, 

And laden with guilt, to the Lord, 
Suitounded with terror and shame, * 

Unable to utter a word. 
At first he look'd stem and severe ; 

What anguish then pierced my heajt ; 
Expecting each moment to hear 

The sentence, " Thou cursed, depart !" 

But O I what surprise when he spoke, 

While tenderness bfiam'd in his face ; 
My heart then to piece^ was broke, 

O'erwhelm'd and flq[Qfounded by grace. 
" Poor sinner, I kaow thee full well — 

By thee I waa sold and was slain ; 
But I died to redeem thee from hell. 

And raise thee in glory to reign. 

"I'm Jesus, whom thou hast blasphemed. 

And crucified often afi-esh ; 
But let me henceforth be esteem'd 

Thy brother, thy bone and thy flesh ; 
My pardon I freely bestow. 

Thy wants I will fully supply ; 
I '11 guide thee and guard thee below, 

And soon will remove thee on high." 

" Go, publish to sinners around. 
That they may be willing to come, 

The mercy which now you nave found, 
And tell them that yet there is room." 



O, ann'erst th^mese^ obe^ I 
No ^ore vain «z«tisas pretend ; 

Bat come, without further delay, 
To Josus; our brotlier and friend.^ - 



A OALL TO SmNEfid. 
0, ORBLxss sinner, come, 
Fray now attend ; 

• This world ie not your home. 

It soon will end ; 
Jehcgrah calla.alond, Fotsate the thonghtlees crowd, 
PuTsue.^e road to God and happy be. '* 

* f' No.happineaayottll find 

, , . While tfena Jon go, ' ' * 

yofSF miiW ; , • 

nd ■^oe . 

ile for from God you stiay, 
ly^and happy be. 

1 alone ; 

E'en with his dying groans, 
Cries, Bid adieu 
To an and folly now, and to his sceptre bow. 
And he will tell you how to lire anew. 

But if you still refuse, 

Down, down you '11 go. 
And wjtti the wicked Jews 
The road to woe. 
Alaa 1 how can you slight the rays of ^pel li^t, 
. And nnk in endless night, where nlenoe ragnft. 
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IbidToa aUbmreB » 

Witl^ aching heart, ' ., 
And IB deep 80170W toll ^ • 
* That we must jart, 
Wlju^ to beav*!! we go, mi4 joil a^ bonitA'io 

Alas 1 it must be so, if yon rebtft. • 

I iDok on yofr ^ain,. 

And hoping say, - 
Why won't you leave your ein^' * 
And cc«ne away ,' * 

F^m Satan's cruel pow'r, Mid live forever 4nor»' 
- *. And blew the joyftll' hour when life begam '. 

* , All hail I te welcome the^ . • ' , 

Yo(|r h^ppy ftght • . , 

k • ".ItomKe^s tents t^tfn.* .. **. 

■ ■ -TJ»«lory- • ■ ' - .' 

, W^ll %»Tel on wiUi yoi 
An4 endlees joys p 

. Then we ^ 

* The peac 

Where plea 

Where glory reigns. 
We II &I1 at Jeaus' feet, where joys are all complete, 
And in aweet raptures meet, to part no m<jra. 



THE SAORIFIOE. 
The mottling sun rose bright Mid clear, 

On Abraham's t«nt it ^ily shone. 
And all was bright and dieerftU tfa^ 

All save tlte patmrch'i heart akme. 



^ranuM, SOKM. 



'Wl^e Ood'B*cAinii&]id aroae to ftind. 

It 4ir<^ into his e;« a tear ; 
Although his so^ was all reaJTn'd, 
lY-et notnra fondly litig6r'd UiereT 



Aim) Mrah af the banquet smiled; 
Joy o'er hei hoe. its lustre spread, 
Fameariier saf-her only child. 
The chanua thatpleaesd a monarch'B eye, 
, •"Upem her cheek had left their trace; 
. His oig^ify-angur'd destiny 
.' ' Was written on his bfavody fitce. 

' The Doanine tti&ei tgm'd amy, 
Am walk^ Utf inner tent ajwt ; 
B.e felt his fortitude decay^ 
■ While nature whi^r'd in hS heart: 
to whom *a* ^ren 
a bleeseS land, 
St gifts pf Heaven, 
mi^father's hand )■;— 

D my eldest born 
itcast from his homa, 
And in some wilderness foriom 

A savage exile doom'd to roam I 
But shall a feeble worm rebel. 

And murmur at a latlier's rod I 
Shall he be backward to fulfil 
The known and certain will of Ood t 

Arise, my sonl tbe cruet fill, 

And store the scrip with due supplies ; 
For we must wek Moriah's hill 

And nMtit there a sacrifice. 
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Tb» mAher raised a spetfdiig eye, 
And all a mother's soul wa% th^re; 

She fear'd the desert dfifiar and djy, 
8hh fear'd the savagelurking ih^^ 

Abrah'm beheld, and made reply : 

On Him from whom our blessing flow, 
My sister, we by faith rely ; 

Tis God's command, and we la^st go. 
The duteous son in haste obey'd, 

The scrip was fill'd, the mules prepaved, 
And with the third day's twiligiil shade • 

Moriah's lofty, hill appeared. 

The menials they at distance wait^ 

Alone ascend the son and sire, ' 
The wood on .Isaac's shoulder laid, 

The T^bod to build his funeral ^yte. 
No passions sWay'd the father's mind, 

He felt a calm, a death-like chill ; 
His soul was chaste and all* resign'd, 

Bow'd meekly, though he shudder'd stilL 

While on the mountain's br<yvir they stood, 

With smiling wonder Isaac cries : 
My &ther, lo I the fire and wood, 

But where .'s the lamb for sacriflce I 
The Holy Spirit stay'd his mind. 

While Abrah'm answer'd low and calm, 
With steady voice, and look resign'd, 

God will himself provide the lamb. 

But lo ! the father bound his son, 
And laid him on the funeral pile ; 

And then stretch'd forth his trembling hand. 
And took the knile to slay his child. 
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While Abrah'm ^sed the blade ftOl high, 
To execute his God^s oommand, 
*^ An anffel's voice, H^ from the sky, 
* dtmiy Abrah'm, 0pare thine only son. 

But let no pen, profane like mine, 

On holiest themes too rashly dare ; 
Turn to the Book of books divine, 

And siad the precious promise there. 
Ages on ages rolPd away, 

At lengdi the hour appointed came, 
When, opihe mountain Calvary, 

God di4 "himself provide the Lamb. 



DAKIEL m THE LIONS' DEN. 

Among the Jewish nations one Daniel there was 

found. 
Whose unexampled piety astonished all around ; 
jThey saw him Very pious and faithfvl to the Lord, 
Three times a day he bowed to supplicate his God. 

Among the king's high princes this Daniel was the 

first, 
<The king preferred the spirit this Daniel did possess ; 
His unexampled piety provoked their jealousy, 
The princes sought his ruin, — obtainM a firm decree. 

Should any man or woman a supplication bring. 
For thirty days ensuing, save unto thee, O king, 
To any lord or master, or any other man, 
They should without distinction fall in the liuns* den. 

But now when Daniel heard it, straight to his house 

he went, 
To beg his God's protection — ^^twas all his whole 

intent; 
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His windows being open, befim his God lie bow'd; 
The princes were assembled, they saw him worship 
God. 

They came to King Darius and spake of his decree, 
Saying, That Hebrew Daniel doth nothing care for 

» , thee : 

Before his God he boweth three times in every day, 

• With all his windows open, and we have heard him 
pray. 

Now when Darius heard it, his soul did sore lament ; 
He set his heart on Daniel, the sentence to prevent : 
The^noes then assembled and to the king they 

said, 
Remember your great honour, likewise the laws you 

made. 

Darius then commanded that Daniel should be 

brought, 
And cast into the lions' den, because the Lord he 

sought ; 
The king then said to Danfel, That God whom you 

adore. 
Will save you from the lions, and bless, you ever-^ 

more. 

The king went to his palace and fasted all the night, 
He neither ate nor drank, nor in music took delight ; 
So early the next morning he stole along the way, 
And came unto the lions' den, where this bold He- 
brew lay. 

Then with a voioe of mourning, to Daniel cried 

aloud, 
Saying, O "n-T***! ^^aniel, thou servant of the Lord, 






Is not thy God suffiaent for to delirer thee 
That God in whom thou trustest and serve oon« 
tinuaUy. 

My God hatff sent his angel and shut the lions' 

"jaws, 
Uo that they have not hurt me my enemies they 

saw. * 

Then straight the king commanded to take him out 

the den ; * 

Because in God he trusted, no harm was hood im 

him. 

See how the faithful Daniel fear'd not the face of ' 

clay — 
T was not the king's commandment that made him 

cease to pray ; 
He knew that God was with him, to save his soul 

from death ; 
He trusted in Jehovah, and pray'd at every breath. 

SECOND FART. 

Darius then commanded thoil wretches to be 

brought 
Who had, with'^o much boldness, the life of Daniel 

sought ; 
On women, men and children the sentence being 

passed, 
. Among the angry lions those sinners then were cast. 

The lions rush'd with vengeance upon those wicked 

men, 
And tore them all to pieces ere they to the bottom 

came : 
Thus God will save his children who put their trust 

in him, 
And punish their offenders with agonies eactreme. 

6 
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^ wfli then a prodamatioii Daite isra^ foith^ 
Commanding all the people that dwelt upon the 

earth, 
To fear the God of Daniel* for he's the living God, 
Whose kingdom is forever, and shall not fee de- 
. ^ strey'd. ^ 

He maketh signs and wonders in heaven and on 

* earth, 
Who hath delivered Daniel, and shut the lions* 
mouth ; 
• .Who saved the- Hebrew children when cast into the 

. flame ; 
. Who is the God of heaven,' and spreads his wide 
domain. 

This Daniel's God is gracious to all his children 

dear; 
He ^ves them consolation, and tells them not to 

fear; 
He's promised tc^^upport^them, and bring them 

safe to dwell 
Eternally in heaven, but dooms their foes to hell. 

Hark, sinners I hear the gospel, it says to you re- 
pent ; 

Come, try a bleeding Saviour, for you his blood was 
spilt ; 
. He died to purchase pardon, that we might, by hia 
power, 

BSscape the roaring lion that seeks us to devour. 

O will you be persuaded, by one who loves your soul^ 
To turn and seek salvation, w^th Christ in hea^'en to 
dweU; 
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Oome, serre the Qoi of Daniel, 'tis Jesus biil^yoii 

come, 
Tou '11 find a hearty welcome in Christ the bleeding 

Lamb. ^ ^ 

Glory to God ! O glory ! for his redeeming love ; 
Religion 'makes us happy here, and will in worlds ^i 

above; 
We'll sing bright hallelujahs, and join the holy 

song, 
With Moses, Job, and Daniel, and all the heavenly 

throng. 

WHOTHER GOEST THOtT, PILGRIM STRANGER! 

Whither goest thou, pilgrim stranger, 
Wand'ring through this lonely vale ? 

Know'st thou not 't is full of danger ? 
And will not thy courage fail ? 

Chorus. — No, I 'm bound for the kingdom, 
Will you go to glory with me t 
O hallelujah! O hallelujah! 

I'm bound for the kingdom. 
Will you go to glory wito me ? 
O hallelujah ! O hallelujah 1 

Pilgrim thou hast justly call'd me, 
Passing through a waste so wide ; 

But no harm will e'er befall me 

While I 'm bless'd with such a guide. 
For I 'm bound, <kc. 

Such a guide I — ^no guide attends thee. 

Hence for thee my fears arise ; 
If some guardian pow'r befriend thee^ 
'Tis unseen by mortal eyes. 
O, I 'm bound, io. 
28 
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"Ymi unseei^; but stiS !)eli6Te nM^' 
Such a ^ide my steps attend ; 

He '11 in er ry strait relieve me, 
He will guide me to the end. 
For I 'm bound, <fec. 

Hlgrim, see that stream before thee, - 
Barkl^ winding through the vale ; 

Should its deadly waves roll oV thee, 
Would not then thy courage fail ? 
No, I 'm bound, <&c. 

No, that-fllream has nothing frightful, 
To its brink my steps I^il bend ; 

Thenee to plunge 't will be delightful, 
There my pilgrimage will end. 
For I'm bound, <fec. 

While I gazed, with speed surprising 
Down the stream she plung'd from sight ; 

Gazing still, I saw her rising 

Like an angel clothed with light. 
O, I'm bound, &c. , 

Oeaae, my heart, this mournful (%ing, 
Death will burst this sullen gloom ; 

Soon my spirit, flutt'ring, flying, 
Will be borne beyond the tomb. 
For I 'm bound, <kc. 



DANIEL'S WISDOM. 

Daniel's wisdom may I know, 
Stephen's faith and spirit show ; 
John's divine communion feel, 
Moses' meekness, Joshua's zeal ; 
Bon like the unwearied Paul, 
n the day and conquer alL 
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Mary's love may I possess, 
Lydia's tender-heartedness ; 
Peter's ardent spirit feel, 
James's faith by works reveal ; 
Like yoiina: Timothy, may I 
Ev'ry sii^I passion fly. 

Job's submission may I show, 
David's true devotion know ; 
Samuel's call O may I hear, 
Lazarus' happy portio^ share ; 
Let Isaiah's hallow'd $r^ 
All my new-born soul inspire. ■ 

Mine be Jacob's wrestling prayer, 
Gideon's stead&st, valiant eare ; 
Joseph's purity impart, 
Isaac's meditating heart ; 
Abraham's friendship let me prove, 
Faithful to the God I love. 

Most of all, may I pursue 
That example Jesus drew ; 
By my life and conduct show, 
How he lived and walk'd below ; 
D&Y by day, throt^h grace restored, 
Inutate my blessed Lord. 

When those dreams of life aro fied, 
When those wasting lamps are dead ; 
When in cold oblivion's shade, 
Touth, and &me, and power are laid; 
Where immortal spirits reign, 
ThfiM may we all iioMet again. 
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HEAVElfLY SOUNDINGS.. . 

To heav'n I'm bound with prosp'rous galea^ 
My bark by grace doth safely steer, 

And going under gospel sails, 

Celestial prospects bright appear — 

To sound her ground my faith now springs, 

And to her Author thus she sings, 
" Thy will be done P' 

* As bearing up to gain the port, 

A bloodHBtaift'd cross and heav'n in view, 
. A^#ioup's wounds, my harbour — fort — 
Th^ beacon, to my vessel true ; • 
Again my faith her soundings tries, 
And to my soul's sure Pilot cries, 
" A blessed hope !" 

Now as the blissful shore draws near, 
With transport I behold the place 

Where dwells my friend, my Saviour dear, 
And long with joy to see his face ; 

Once more my faith doth try her ground, ' 
And thus- reechoes back the sound, 
" Ghiist is my rock 1" 



MY FATHER'S LAND. 

There is a place where my hopes are stay'd, 

My heart and my treasure are there ; 
Where verdure and blossoms never fade. 
And fields are eternally fair. 
Chobub.— That blissful place is my Father's land, 
By faith its delights I explore ; 
Come, favour my flight, angelic band, 
And waft me in peace to that dune. 
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^There is a place where the angels dwell, 

A pufe and a peaceful abode ; 
The joys of that place no tongue can tell. 

But there is the palace of God. 

There is a place where my friends are gone, 
Who worshipp'd and suffered with me ; 

Exalted with Christ high on his thrcme, 
The King in his glory they see. 

There is a place where I hope to live, 

When lire with its labours js o'er; 
A place which the Lord to me will give, 

And there I shall su£fer no more. • - ' ' 



THE OLD FAMILY BIBLE. 
O that I were aa in montKi p(wf«— Job xziz, 2. 

How painfully pleasing the fond recollection 

Of youthiiu connexions and innocent joy ; 
When, blest with parental advice anfl^fi^tion. 

Surrounded with mercies, with p^aoe from on 
high, 
I still view the chairs of my sire and mother. 

The seats of each ofi&pring as ranged on each 
hand, 
And that richest of books, which excell'd every other, 

The Family Bible, which lay on the stand — 
The old-&shion'd Bible, the dear blessed Bible, 
The Family Bible, which lay on the stand. 

That Bible, the volume of God's inspiration. 
At morn and at evening could yield us delight ; 

And the prayer of our sire was a sweet invocation. 
For meioy by day and lor safety through night 
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Our hymfiB of tiiankflgiviiigy witli hatmonj swelliAg, 
All wann from the hearts of th^ 0lmily band, 

Half raised us from earth to that rapMtrous dwdfing 
Described in the Bible that lay on the stand — 

The old-fashion'd Bible, the dear blessed Bible, 

The Family Bible, which lay on the stand. 

Ye scenes of tranquillity, long have we parted ; 
My hopes almost gone, and my parents no 
more, 
In sorrow and sadness I live broken-hearted, ^ 

' And wander unknown on a far distant shore ; 
Yet how can I doubt a dear Saviour's protection, 
'' ForgetAil of gifts from his bountiful Jbiuid ; ' 
O let me with patience receive his correction, 

And think of the Bible that lay on the stand — 
The old-&sMon'd Bible, the dear blessed Bible, 
The Family Bible tiiat lay on the stand. 



..WHY THOSE FEARS 1 

Why those fears? — ^behold, 'tis Jesus 
Holds the helm and guides the ship ; 

Spread the sails and catch the breezes 
Sent to waft us through the deep 

To the regions 
Whwe the mourners cease to weep. 

Could we stay where death was hov'ring f 
Could we rest on such a shore ? 

No, the awful truth discov'ring, 
We could linger there no more : 

We forsake % 
lieiwrin^ all we lov<»d befi^e. 
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Tbough i» 9hoii4 we wish to land on 

Only bji report is known, 
*Yet we {i%ely ail abandon, 

Led by that report alone, 
And with Jesos 

Thiough the trackless deep move on. 

Led by that, we brave the ocean ; 

Led by that, the storms defy ; 
Calm amidst tumultuous motion. 

Knowing that our Lord is nighs 
Waves obey him, 

And die storms before him fly. 

Rendered safe by his protection, 
We shall pass jthe watery waste ; 

Trusting to his wise direction, 
We shall gain the port at last; 

And with wonder 
Think on toils and dangers past. 

O ! what pleasures there await usl 
There uie tempests cease to roar ; 

There it is that those who hate us 
Can molest our peace no more : 

Trouble ceases 
On that tranquil, happy shore. * 



THE WHITE MLGRBPS GRAVE. 

I CAME to the spot where the white pilgrim lay, 

And pensively sat by his tomb. 
When, in a low whisper, I heard soma one My, 

'*How sweetly I sleep here alone! 
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'* The tempests may hqwl, mid the loud thmidera 
roU, 

And gathering storms piay arise, ^:- 

Yet cahu are my feelings, at rest is my soul, 

The tears are all wiped from these evps. 

^' The cause of my Master compclPd me from home , 

I bade my companion fare^U ; 
I left my sweet children, who now for me mourns 

In far distant regions to dwell. 

^ I wanderM, an exile and atranger below, 

To publish salvation abit>ad, 
t!he trump of the gospel endeavour'd to blow, 
, Inviting poor sinners to God. 

^ But when, among strangers and far from my home, 

No kindred or relative niffh, 
I met the contagion and sank in the tomb, 
. My spirit ascended on high. 

" O t^U my companion, and children most dear. 
To weep not for Joseph, though gone ; 

The same Hand that led me through scenes dark 
and drear 
Hiis kindly assisted me home." 

I call'd at the house of the mourner below, 

I enter'd the mansion of grief; 
The tears of deep sorrow most freely did flow-* 

I tried, but could give no reliel 

There sat a lone widow dejected and sad, 

By affliction and sorrow oppress'd ; 
And here were her ^children m mourning anay'd, 

And sighs were escaping each breast 
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I Spoke to the widow /x>n<^|ping her grie^ 

I ask'd lier the cause of ner woe ; 
k.n& why there was not^ijpg to give her relief 

Or soothe Ifer deep sorrow below. 

She look'd at her cl^^ldren, t^n looked apon luej - 

That look I can never forget ; ■ 
More eloquent far than, a seraph can be, 

It spoke of the trials she met. ^ 

" The hand of affliction falls heavily now ; . 

I am left with my children to mourn ; 
The friend of my youth is siient and l<9w, 

In yonder cold grave-yard alone I 

** But why should I mourn, or feel to complain, 

Or think that fortune is hard ? 
Have tmet with affliction — ^is triAy his gain' — 

He's enter'd the joy of his Lord ! ' ■ 

" His work is completed and finished beloW; 

His last tear is fallen, I trust^; " '* 

He has preach'd his last sermon and met his last 
L; ^ • 

Has conquer'd, and now is at rest !" 



THE BESURRECTION HYMN. 

O, THET crucified my Saviour ; 

O, they crucified my Saviour ; 

O, they crucified my Saviour, 

And they nailM him to the cross : 
But he arose, he arose, he arose from the dead ; 
He arose and went to heaven on a doud. 



« • 



-Tben ^oaedi he0g^4 ibw body, ^ 
Arid ^e^aid it in the tomb. T 
Bujb iie arose, |pc. «,» * 

, . Txien down came th^ angels, 
f ' ■ An^ th^ toll'd a»rav the stone. 
' Then -he arQ^e, <S^ 

* Q, the srave it goM xhDt hold himy 
For he htirst the bsDdfi of dea|iu 
Ihen fae avose, &c * ' ^ 

Then Mary <sam#*a-runnmg, 
A^ooldng % her ilord. 
But he arose, <fec 

0, where hare you laid him ? 
. For he is not in the tomb. 
For he arose, k(^ 

Go, teU John and Peter 
^ I have risen from the dead. 

Jb, tell to doubting Thomas 
I have viKm from the dead. 

TheB our hearts they bum'd within us 
As he talk'd along the way. 

O, why stand ye gazing, 
O, ye men of Galilee ? 

Don't you see him now ascending, 
There to plead for you and me f 

In the world there 's tribulation. 
But in me ye shall have peace. 

By-and-by we '11 go and meet him, 
Wh^e pleasures nerer die. 
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WHEN I S*r* tVf FOB OLORT. * 

a 

Whbk I set out i^ g^osj * ' • 

I left the wofld behind, 
^ D^ennined for a city ^ 

That's out of sight to find. 

* Chorus.' — ^And to glory I will go, ' ^ ' 

And to ^Ory I wai go, I '11 go, ni go. 
And to glory I will go. 

I left mj worldly honour, 

I left my worldly fame, 
I left my youifg companioRS^ 

And with them iny good name. 

Some said I 'd better tarry, 
They thought I wa^^ too young 

Then to prepare for dying, . '' 

But that was aU my theme. 

Come, all my loving brethren, 

And listen to my qy ; 
All you that are backeMders 

Must shortly teg or die. • 

And to begging I will go, <fec 

The Lord, he loves the beggar 

Who truly begs indeed ; 
He always will relieve him 

Whene'er he stands in need. 

I 'm not ashamed to beg 

While here on earth I stay ; 
I 'm not ashamed to watch, 

I 'm not aahamed to pray. 
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^ Tbe riShest matij ever saw 

Was one diat begged the most ; 
*^8«oul was fiir^.with Jesus 
And with the Holy Ghost. 

• And now we are en«ouraged, 

Cotbd^ let us travel on, 
. Until we jom the augels 

And sing the holy song. 

• • . And to glory we will go,*Ssc 



THE UTTLE IhYMN 

pOoME, little children, jiow we may partake a little 

^' morsel; 

For HUle songs and little ways adom'd a 'great 

'^, ^ apostle: 

A 'little drop of Jesus' blood can make a feast of 

- ' union ; 

It is by little steps we mov^ into a fiill communion. 

A little faith does n;ijjghty deeds quite past all my 

recounting, 
Faith, like sT little mustard-seed, can move a lofty 

mountain ; 
A little charity and zeal — a little tribulation— r 
A little patience — ^makes us feel great peace and 

consolation. 

A little cross with cheerfulness, a little self-denial, 
"Will help us feel our troubles less, and bear tiie 

greater trial ; 
The Spirit, like a little dove, on Jesus once descended, 
To show his meekness and his love the emblem was 

intended. 
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T^e title ctf ihe litde-Lamb unto our Lord was givA, 
Such was out Saviour's Kttle name, the Lord of earth 

and heaven ; 
A- little voice that's small and still can rule the 

whole creation, 
A. little stone that earth shaU fiH, and humble every 

nation. 

% 

A little zeal supplies the soul, it doth the heart in- 
spire ; 

A little spark lights up the whole and setl^e crowd 
on five ; 

A little union serves to hold the good and tender- 
hearted, 

It 's stronger than a chain of gold that never pan 
be parted. 

Gome, let us labour here bdow — see who can walk 
the straightest ; 

For in God's kingdom all must know the least shall 
be the greatest : 

O give us. Lord, a little drop of heavenly love and 
union ; 

O may we never, never stop, short of a full com- 
munion. 



Fear not, says Christ, ye little flock, heirs of immor* 

tal glory, 
You 're built upon the surest rock, the kingdom 's 

just before you ; 
Fight on, fight on, ye heirs of bliss, and tell the 

pleasing story — 
I 'm with you till the world shall end, I '11 brmg you 

home to glory ! 
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teOW SWEET THE MEMORY OF TSS MULD 

How sweet the xnem'ry of Hie dead, jp 
While sleeping ou their dusty bed I 
Their bodies rest in ^ilenoe, where 
J^o glimm'rifig sun can enter there. 

Chorus. — We are passing away, 
We are passing away. 
We are passing away, 
Like a long summ^'s day. 

Our JMx>iher \m is dead and gone, 
He 's gone to join the morning song : 
Ah I he 4id preach till almost spen^ 
And then gave up without consent 

' He told us that his work was^one — 
He pray'd the Lord he would come down ; 
A little while he talk'd and pray'd, * 

Then dapp'd his hands, and thus he said i 

• « •« 

^ Childreft jtf Zion, now draw near. 
And hear my dying sjpeech with fear ; 
Have I done all„ have I got through. 
And finished all 1 had to do V 

Satan tried his mind to cross. 
He told him all his hopes were lost ; 
He ask^d the Lord to give a sign 
If he was bom of blood divine. 

A light from heaven did appear, 
The glory of the Lord was there ; 
I thought I heard the Saviour say — 
" Come hither, soul, I am the way 1" 

" Satan, leave, for I must go. 

The Lord has call'd me from below ; 
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I tbaik my God for what he's don6| * 
The gift of his beloved Son 1 

■ 

" Jesus me a sinner sought — 
Was not mine a liappy lot ? 
I feeljny Saviour in my breast — 
I want to go and be at rest !" 

^fcaif'thfe mighty hero fall — 
1 saw him bui*st the prison wall— 
I saw him when he took hia flight 
'To dwell among the saints of light. . 

CoTiU l^e another life live o'er, 

He 'd range this world from shore to shore ; » 

He wore the mortal body down — 

He wears a never-fading crown. 

But see ! the mighty angels call, 
They take him round the city's wall : 
" Comi) in!? they cried, ** the war is o'er !" 
And then I saw his face no more. 



OUR KINDRED DEAR TO HEAVEN HAVE GONE. 

Our kindred dear to heaven have gone, 
We'll meet our friends in glory; 

They landed safe — we Ml follow on. 
To meet our friends in glory. 

CuORUd. — We 're marching to glory ! 
We're marching to glor}' ! 
We're mareliiiig to glory! 

To meet our friends in glory I 
Wo 're on our way to paradise, 
To meet our friends in gloiy I 
T 
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* They had to fight their passage through — 
We'll meet our fiiends m glory ; 
But conquer'd, as we soon shall too, 
And meet our friends in glorjf* 

How bright tlie crowns their temples bear I— 
We '11 meet our friends in gjory ; 

Like crowns for tis are waiting there — 
We'll meet our friends in glory. 

What robes they wear before the throne I — 
We 'D meet our friends in glory ; 
^ Such glorious robes shall be <5tir <jwh-— 
• We '11 meet our friends in glory. 

What harps of gold they all employ !— 
We'll meet our friends in glory ; 

Such harps our hands shall strike with joy — 
We'll meet our friends in ofory. 

What notes divine are on their tongues ! — 
We'll meet our friends in glory ; 

And raise with them our rapt'rous songs — 
We '11 meet our friends in glory, y 

We're marching forward heart and hand, 

To meet our friends in glory ; 
And soon, in one united band, 

We '11 meet our friends in gloiy. 
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I HAVE" NO FATHEE THEKK. C. M. 



?^i*^Tr-- 



rb-^-.- 









1. I saw a wide and well-spread board, And 

2. Be - side the board the fa- ther sat, A 
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ohildren, young and &ir, 
smile his fea- tares wore. 
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Came one by one— ihe 
As on the lit - tie* 
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eld - est first*— And took their sta- tions there : 
group he gazed, And told their por- tions o'er: 
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All neat - ly clad, and beau - ti - fill. And 
A mea - gre form, ar - ray'd in rags, A- 
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with fa - mi - liar tread, They pithfir'd round with 
near the threshold stood — A half-starved child had 
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J07 to feast On meats and snow-white bread, 
^wan-der'd there, To beg a lit - tie food. 
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8. Said, one, "Why standest here, my child? 

See, there 's a vacant seat, 
Amid t1^, children — and enough 

For them and thee to eat :" 
" Alas, for me !" the child replied, 

In tones of deep despair ; 
" No right hay^ I amid your group — 

I have no father there !" 

4. 0, hour of fate ! when from the skies, 

With notes of deepest dread, 
The far resounding trump of God 

Shall summon forth the dead — 
What countless hosts shall stand without 

The heavenly threshold fair. 
And, gazing on the blest, exclaim, 

** I hare no Father there I'' 
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THE FAMILY BIBLE. 

\_Adapted to tTie preceding tune.'] 

1. This Book is all that 's left me now ; 

Tears wiU unbidden start ; 
With faltVing lip and throbbing brow, 

I press it to ray heart: 
For many generations pass'd, 

Here is our family-tree ; 
My tnother's hands this Bible clasp'd ; 

She, dying, gave it me. 



2. Ah ! well do I remember those 

Whose names these records bear ; 
Who round the hearth-stone used to close, 

After the evening prayer, 
And speak of what these pages said, 

In tones my heart would thrill ! 
Though they are with the silent dead, . 

Here are they living stilL 

8. My father read this holy Book 

To brothers, sisters dear — 
How calm was my poor mother's look. 

Who loved God's word to hear! 
Her angel face — I see it yet ! 

What thronging memories come! • 
Again that little group is met. 

Within the walls of home. 



Thou truest friend man ever knew, 

Thy constancy 1 've tried ; 
When all were false I Ve found thee true. 

My counsellor and guide. 
The mines of earth no treasure give, 

That could this volume buy — 
In teaching me the way to live. 

It taught me how to die. 
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^1. Brightest and best of the sons of tlie mom-ini:, 
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Dawn on our dark-nesS| and lend ns thine aid ; 
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Star of the East, the ho - ri - zon a - dorn-ing, 
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Guide where the in - fant Ke . deem - er is laid. 
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S. Qol^ on Ms cradle, the dew-drops are shining; 
Low lies his bed with the beasts of the stau ; 
Angels adore him, in slumber reclining, — 
Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour, of all. 

• 
S^&y, shall we yield Wm, in costly devotion, 
Odours of Eden, and oiF 'rings divine? 
Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean. 
Myrrh from the forest, and gold from the mine? 

4. Vainly we offer each ample oblation ; 

Vainly with gifts would his favour secure ; 
Richer by far is the heart's adoration ; 
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 



BURST, YE EMERALD GATES. Ts & Bs. 
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1. Barst, ye emerald Rates, and bring To mv raptured 
All the ecstatic joys that spriug Round the bright E- 

2. Floods of ev-er-last-lng lig^t Free-ly flash be- 
Myriads, with supreme delight. In - stant-ly a- 
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Break, ye in - ter - ven iii^skieg : Sons of righteous- 
Lutes of hi - cid gold ^uclnfipn All .the mu - ^ 
^#. #- -#- •. _ 
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ness, a - rise! Ope the gates of pa - ra - dise. 
of his name, Hea - ven e - cho - ing the theme. 
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3. Four and twenty elders rise 

From their princely station : 
Shout his glorious victories, 

Sing the great salvation : 
Cast their crowns before his throne ; 
Cry, in reverential tone, 
"Glory be to God alone, 
Holy, holy, holy One." 

4. Hark ! the thrilling symphonies 

Seem, methinks, to seize us ; 
Join we to the holy lays — 
. "Jesus ! Jesus I Jesus !" 
Sweetest sound in seraph's song ; 
Sweetest note on mortal tongue ; 
Sweetest carol ever sung : 
" Jeeus I Jesus !" 6ow along. 
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THE OLD ISRAELITES. 12 & 9. 
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1. The old Israelites^ ^Q^ what it was they rtfast do 

2. I am thankful, indt^ed, for the Heaven-ly Head, 
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If fair Ca - na - an they would pos 
Which be - fore me has hith - er - to 
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They must still keep in sight of the pil - lar of light, 
For that Pil - lar uf Love which doth onward still move, 
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3. 

The way is all new, as it opens to view, 

And^behind is a foaming Bed Sea ; 
So none now need to speak of the onions and leek% 

Or to talk about garlics to me : 
On Jordan's near side I can never abide ; 

For no place hqye of refuge I see, 
Till I come to the spot, and inherit the Tot 

Which the Lord God will give unto me. 

4. . . 

What though some in^he rear preach up terror and feac. 

And complain of the trials they meet? 
Though the giants before with great tary do roar, 

I 'm resolved I will ^ever^retreat. 
We are little, 't is true, and our numbers are few, ' 

And the sons of old Anak are tail.; 
But while I see a track I will never go back. 

But go on at the ilsk of mj all. 

5. . .• 
Now the bright morning dawns for the caiftps to move on, 

And the priests with tj^elr trumpets do blow : ^ 
As the priests §iie the sound, and the trumpets resound, 

All my 8oul*is exulting to go. 
If I'm faithful and true, and my journey pursue* 

Till I stand on the heavenly shore, 
I shall joyfully see, what a blessing to me 

Was the mortifying cross which I bore. 

6. 
All my honours and wealth, all my pleasures and health, 

I am willing should now be at stake ; 
If my Christ I obtain, I shall think it great gain. 

For the sacrifice which I shall make : 
When I all have forsook, like a bubble 't will look, 

From the midst of a glorified throng, 
Where all losses are gain, where each sorrow and pain 

Are exohanged for the conqueror's song. 
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IHE fRODIGAL'S RETURN. C. A 
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1. Af-fllc-tions, though they seem se - vera. In 
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mercy oft axe sent ; They stoj^p'd tlK prodigal's ca^pft^ And 
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caused him to repent : I '11 die no more for bread — ^I '11 die no 
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father's house hath lars6 supplies, Aud bountoeus are his hands. 
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P. What have I gain'd bj sin, hdnsaidt 
But hunger, shame, aind fear ? 
My ilither's house abounds with bread, 
While I am starving here, 
f ^11 die no more, &c, 

3. I '11 go, an4 teBr him'all I 've done« 
, Fall down l^for^his f%oe-«- 

■' Unworthy to be caHM hit son, . 
Ifll seek ase0MM's-plac& 
I '11 die no more, <&c. 

■ 

4. His father sa'i^ iiiiB goming back ; 

He saw, and ^an, and smiled. 
And threw his aroi^ around the neok 
Of his rebellioufl child. 
. lit die no more, &c. 

6. Father, I 've sinn'd— but forgive I 
Enough, the father said ; 
Rejoice, my house, iny son 's alive, 
For whom I mourn'd as dead. 
I '11 die no more, &c. 

6. Now let the fatted calf be slain, 

And spread the news around ; 
My son was dead, but lives again — 
Was lost, but now is found. 
I '11 die no more, &c. 

7. 'T is thus the Lord his love reveals. 

To call poor sinners home ; 
More than a father's love he feelB, 
And welcomes all thai comeb 
I '11 die no more, &c. 
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THE F^THFOL SENTINEL, lis & 12b. 






1. Aw&yfram his home and the friends of his 
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yoath, He hasted — tha!heriAd of mercy and 'truth; 
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For the love of his Lord, and to seek for the lost : 
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Soon, a ' las I was his fall, — ^but he died at his post : 
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Soon, a-las ! was his fall, — ^but he died at his post 
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2. 

The stranger^ eye wept, that, in life's brightest bloom,* 
One gifted so highly should sink to the tomb ; 
For in aidonr he led, in the van of the host, 
And he fell like a soldier, — ^he died at his post. 

3. 

He wept not himself that his warfaib was done — 
The battle was fought, and the Tictory won ; 
But he whisperM of those whom his heart loved the 
most, — 
Tell my brethren," said he, " that I died at my post. 
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4. 

He ask'd not a stone, to be sculptured in ye^se ; 
He ask'd not that fame should his merits rehearse : 
But be ask'd as a boon, when he gave up the ghost, 
That his brethren might know that he died at his post. 

5. 

Victorious his fall — for he rose as he fell, 

With Jesus, his Master, in glory to dwell ; 

He has passed o'er the sea — he has reached the bright 

coast — 
For he fell like a martyr, -*he died at his post. 

6. 

And can we the words of our brother forget ? 
O no ! — they are fresh in our memory yet : 
An example so sacred shall never be lost ; 
W» will tall in the work, — vr9 will die at our poet 
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THE DYING, BOY. 6, 10, 10, 4 

MUSIC BY REV. W. F. PARRTNGTON. 
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1. Mother, I 'm dy - ing now ! There 'a a deep 
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2. I feel the cold sweat stand ; 

My lips grow dry and tremulous — my breath 
Comes feebly up — tell me, Is this death ? 
Mother, your hand — 

3. Here ; lay it on my wrist, 

And place the other thus beneath my head ; 
And say, sweet mother, say, when I am dead, 
Shall I be misa'd ? 
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4. 0, at the time of prayer, 

When you look round and see my vacant seat, 
You will not waft then for my coming feet-^ 
You'll miss me there. 

5. Never, beside your knee. 

Shall I, again, kneel down at nij^ht to pray; 
Nor with the morning wake, and sing the lay 
You taught to me. • 

6. Father, I 'm going home, 

To that good home you spoke of — that blest land. 
Where it is one bright summer always, and 
Storms do not come. 

7. I must be happy there ; 

From pain and death, you say, I shall be free- 
That sickness never enters there, and we ' 
Shall meet again! 

8. Brother, the little spot 

I used to call my garden, where, long hours. 
We 'ye stayed to watch the budding things and flowers* 
Forget it not. 

9. Plant there some box or pine, 
Something that lives in winter, and shall be 
A verdant offering to my memory. 

And call it mine. 

10. Sister, the young rose-tree 

That all the spring has been my pleasant care, 
Just putting forth its leaves, so green and fair, 
I give to thee. 

11. And when its roses bloom, 

I shall be gone away — my short life done! 
But will you not bestow a single one 
Upon my tomb? 

12. Now, mother, sing the tune 

You sung last night — 1 'm weary and must sleep— 
Who was it call'd my name ?— nay, do apt ireep — 
You '11 all come soon. 
8 
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THE BDEIAL OF MRa JDDSON.' 

porre^ or a. s. wASHBrmp-iinsic by l. heVth. 




Gt-ttng— Bock of tbe waT 
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Ney-er such trea-sure Was hid - den ia thee. 
Qent-ly, so gent - ly, O bear her a - way. 
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8. Moomfully, tenderly, 

Gaze on that brow — 
Beautiful is it 

In quietude now ; 
One look ! and then settle 

The loved to her rest — 
The ocean beneath her, 

The turf on her breast. 

4. So have ye buried her — 

Up ! and depart, 
To life and to duty 

With undismayed heart: 
Fear not — ^for the love 

Of the stranger will keep, 
The oasket that lies 

In the Rock of the deep. 

6. Peace to thy bosom, 

Thou servant of God I 
The vale thou art treading, 

Before, thou hast trod : 
Precious dust thou hast lidd 

By the Hopia tree, 
And treasure as precious 
In th« Book of ttie bmI 
30 
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THE RULER'S DAUGHTER, lis. 



1. A father is praying The Saviour to hear, 
2. ** My dear little daughter, I fear she will die ! 
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For his daughter is dy-ing, With no help-er near ; 
Thou mer-ci-fal Sa-vioor, at -tend to my cry I 



r»iJiI:^z:ps:»:Hz3zriipzi3;:?!f:»zE 



ii=s^Mii 




Be - seeching him greatly, he falls at his feet. 
If thou wilt but touch her, she sure-ly -will live— 



rf:i?:=*f:ii=ftri=Si±?z:?±r£E=C 
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And his sto-ry of sor-row, hear him re - peat: 
Then to* thee all the glo - ry, Je - sus, I '11 give." 




BFIRITUJ^ 80K08. 

3. 



Ill 



And Jesas went with him ; — ^ut soon it was said 
To the heart-stricken father, " Thy daughter is dead ! 
Why trouble the Master, thy woes to relieve ?" — 
But the kind Saviour whispey'd, " Now, only believe." 

4. 
They came to the house — and the mourners were there, 
And, with weeping and wailing, were vending the air; 
But* Jesus reproved them : »* Why do ye thus weep? 
For the maid is not dead — ^she is only asleep ?' 

6. 
see ! w^^h a touch how the maiden awakes, 

Wh«n the mighty Physician her hand gently takes ! 

Ana, see! trcm her features pale death quickly flies, 

At the voic« of the Saviour — " damsel, arise V 



FOUNTAIN. C. M. 
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•1. There is a fountain fiU'd with bloodjDrawn 



^4 I* 
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from Im - man-uel's veins ; And sinners, plunged be- 
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neath that flood, Lose all their guil - tj stains,— Lose 
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sa ending. 
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all their guilty stains. 
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2. The dying thief rejoiced to see 
That fountain in his day ; 
And there may I, though rile as he, 
Wash all my sins away. 

8. Thou dying Lamb ! thy precious blood 
Shall never lose its power, 
Tin all the ransom'd Church of God 
Are eared, to sin no more, 

4. E'er since, by faith, I saw the stream 

Thy flowing wounds supply, 
Bedeeming love has been my theme, 
• And shall be, tilll die. 

5. Then, in a nobler, sweeter song, 

I '11 sing thy power to save, 
• When this poor lisping, stamm'xing tongue 
Lies aikat in the grarv. 
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TRIUMPH. 109. REV. ▲. D. MSBRZLL. 



m ^03^^m 




1. Joy-ful-ly, joy-ful-ly, on-ward I moye, 
2. Friends fbndly cherish'd have pitos'd on before ; 





BounA for the land of bright spi • rits a - boT« ; 
Wait-ing, they wateh me ap-proaoh-ing the shore ; 








An - ge - lio oho - ris - ters sing, as I come, 
Sing-ing, to cl^r me thro' death's chilling gloom, 
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Joy-ful-ly, joy-ful-ly haste to thy home, 
Joy - ful - ly, joy - ful - ly haste to thy home. 
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Soon, with my pil - grimage end - ed be - low, 
Sounds of sweet me - lo - dy fall on my ear;. 




i^ii^iiaii 



Home to the land of bright spi-rits I gp» 
Harps of the bless - ed, your vol - ces I hear! 
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Pil • grim and stran-ger no more shall I roam — 
Bings with the har-mo-ny heaven's high dome — 
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Joy - ful -ly, joy - ful - ly rest - ing at home* 
"Joy-ful - ly, joy - ful - ly haste to thy homo." 



'jiiTjizi^:. • —•—• - i^ 
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8b Death, with thy weapons of war lay me low ^ 
Strike, King of terrors — ^I fear not the blow ; * 
* Jesu3 hath broken the bars of the tomb : 

Joyfully, joyfully will I go home. 
Bright will the morn of eternity dawn ; 
Death shall be banish'd — his sceptre lie gone ; 
JoyfuHy then shall I witnesses doom — 
Joyfully, joyfully — safely at home. 



THE CHRISTIAN VICTOR. 
{^Adapted to the pi'ceeding t0ie.'\ 

Happy the spirit released from Ua clay ; 

Happy the soul that goes bounding away- 
Singing, as upward it hastes to the skies, 
" Victory ! victory I — homeward. I rise." 

Many the toils it has passed through below, 

Many the. seasons of trial and woe; 

Many the doubtings — ^it never should sing 
" Victory ! victory I" thus on the wing. 



2. There lies the wearisome body at rest ; 
Closed are its eyelids, and quiet its breast ; 

But the glMapirit, on pinion!^ of light, 

" Victory ! lifttory !" sings in its flight. 
While we are weeping our friends gone from earth, 
Angels are singing their heavenly birth — 

" Welcome, welcome to our happy shore; 

Victory I victory ! — ^psep ye no more." 

3. How can we wish them recalled from thei^ hoiJI^ 
Longer In sorrowing exile to #Rm ? 

Safely they pass'd from theif troubles beneath, 
" Victory ! victory V* shouting in death. 
Thus let them slumber, till Christ Trom th^ skies. 
Bids them in glorified bodies arise — 

Singing, as upward they spring from the tottiU 
* Viotory 1 ywUay I-^esus haih oonw I" 
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OFT m THE STILLY NIGHT. 




1. Oft *ta ihe stiMy night, Ere shiiKber's ebain hath 
a. While I re - member all The frien)^ so liuic'd to- . 
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bound ^^1 Fond mem-'ry brings the light Of 
ge - ther, I've seen a -round me £a11, Bj 
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o - ther days a - round me : The joys, the tears, of 
sin's sub-du-ing pow - er, i-j, feel like one noiw 








ear - ly years, Tie vows to Heaven then spo • Icen ; Those 
left a- lone ^ My Sa-^iour I de-sert-ed; My 
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youth/ul hopes, now dimna'd and goue,Those sacred vows uovf 
hopes are fled — ^my comforts dead — And Mer-cy hath de- 
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Mo - ken! Thus, in the 
part - edi Thus, in ^e 



-^— ^^ 



:l;;r^±5z:fc: 



z;i^s=^z =T 



HH" 



Btil-ly night, Ere 
stil-ly night. Ere 



zzji - - I I itlT^zigji^zyi-^— iz:p 
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slum-ber's chain hath bound me, ^d mem - 'ry 
Blum-ber*B chain liath bound me. Sad mem-'ry 
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Inings the light Of o - ther days a - round me. 
brings the light Of o - ther days a -jround me. 
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•MRITUAL SOKQ8. ^ '« 

ALL IS WELL. 10, 8, 8. c. DnroticT. 

Newly arranged by the Author. 






a.-. ^__^-j. 



1. What 'a this that steals, that steals upon my 

2. Weep not, my friends, my friendi^, weep not for 
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frame ? Is 
me ; All 



it death?— Is it death? 
is Trell,— All is well ; ^ 
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That soon will quepch, will quench this yI - tal 
My sins are par - don'd, par-donM ; I am 
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flame; Is 
free ! All 
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it death?— Is it death? 
is well, — All is well: 
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If this be death, I €oon shall be From 
There 'snoti a* cloud that 4oth a - rfee, To 



5- 



_. iF-i V m ^ — — Z, T 



1^ — 1<-^ 



^^ 



_« ^K y--;^ K 0) — 9 0— w. K_ 



eve-ry pain and sor- row free — I *8h all the King 
hide my Sa - Tionr from my eyes — I soon shall moun^ 
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of gio - ry see ! All -is welt, — All is well, 
the up-per skies ! All is well, — All is well. 
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Tune, tune your harps — your harps, ye saints in glory I 

All is well, — All is well : 
I will rehearse — ^rehearse the pleasing story; 
All is well, — All is well : 
Bright angels are from glory con.e; 
They 're round my bed — they 're in my room— 
They wait to waft my spirit home I 
All is well, — All is well. 
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SONNET. 8s & 4.. 
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1. When for erternal worlds we steer,And seas are 
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calm, and^skies are clear, And faith in liye - ly ex - er- 
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else, And dis-tant hills of Ga-naan rise,— The 
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soul Tor joy then claps her wing8,And load her lovely 
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sonnet sings, Vfiin world, adieu 1 Vain world, a-dieiu-— And 
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lond h^ love-ly son-net sings, Vain world, a - dieu ! 
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2. With cheerful hope her eyes explore 
Each landmark on the distant shore ; 
The trees of life, th^ pastures green^ 
The golden streets, the crystal stream ; 
Again fof joy she claps her wings, 
And lond her lovely sonnet sings— 

• Vain world, adieu ! 

3. The nearer still she draws to land. 
More eager all her powers expand ; 
With steady helm, and free-bent sail, 
Her anchor drops within the veil ! 

• Again for joy she claps her wings. 
And her celestial sonnet sings— 
Glory to God ! 



IM 



THE HAPPT MAH 









1. Ho<>v h»p-py is the man #lio has chosen wisdom's 
8, He rl&e* iu 4l* morning ; with the lark he tunes his 



^■ 
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wa^s, And laeasured out his spaa to his Go^^n prayer and 
lay^ And of • fers up a tnbnte to his God in prayer and 



^-^-^-^ 
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praise ; His God and his Bi - ble are all that he de • sires — 
praise ; And then to his la - boar he cheerfully re -pairs, 







.^X^_^ 






To ho - li-ness of heart he con - tln-ual - ly as-pires ; 
In con-fi-dence be-iieving thatGod yy\ll hear his pniyers: 
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In po-Ter-ty he's hftpp7)fo»lie*]uu)wg he lias »Erieiid» 
What-er-er he en 'gages in, at home ot* a • broad, 



^^¥ir^S 




Who ne^nr will forsake Him till the world shall have an end. 
His ob-ject is to honour and to glo - ri - fy his Gk)d. 



^^^^^m 



3. 

In sickness, pain, and sorrov> he never will repine,* 
WhUe he is drawing noarishment from Christ the living 

vine ; 
When trouble presses heavily he leans on Jesus' breast, 
And in his precious promises he finds a quiet rest : 
The yoke of Christ is easy, and his burden always light ; 
He lives — ^nor is he weary till Canaan heaves in sight. 

4. 

'T is thus you have his history through life, ttom day to 

day: 
Keligion is no mystery ; — with him 'tis a beaten way : 
And when upon his pillow he lies down to die, 
In hope he rejoices, for he knows his God is nigh : 
And when life's lamp is flickering, his soul, on wings of 

love. 
Away to realms of glory flies, to reign with Christ 

above. 

8 



110 



vpmng^AL sokcmi. 
, tJNITY. S. M. 




1. L^ par - ty names no more Tke 
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Chxifitiwa. world o'erspread ; Gen-tile and Jew, and 
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bond and free, Are one in Christ their 
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Head,— Are one in Christ their Head. 
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S. Among the saints on earth 
Let mutual loTe be fotmd i^ 
Heirs of the same inheritance, 
With mutual bles^gs crown'cL 

8. Let eniry and deceit 

Be banish'd far away ; 
And all in Christian bonds unite. 
Who all one Lord obey. 

4. Thus will the Church below 
Besemble that aboye : 
Where streams of bliss forever flow, 
And eyery heart is loye. 



EXPERIENCE. 8, 5, 8, 5, 6, 7, 5, 4. 
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1. I have sought 'round the nerdant earth, For nn- 

2. I have wan - der'd in ma - zes dark, Of doubt 
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fading joy; I have tried eve-ry source of mirth, But 
and dis - tress : I have not had a kindling spark. My 
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all, all wfll cloy : Lord, be - stow on me Grace to set the 
spi-rit to bless : Cheerless un - be-lief Fill'd mj lab-Ving 





spi-rit free ; Thine the praise shall be— Mine, mine the joy. 
soul with grief ; What shall give relief? What shall give peace? 
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8. I then tum'd to thy gospel, Lord, 
From folly away ; 
I then trusted thy holy word. 
That taught me to pray ; 
Here I foi^nd release ; 
Weary spirit here found rest — 
Hope of endless bliss — 
Eternal day. 

4. I will praise now my Heay'nly King— 
I '11 praise and adore ; 
The heart's richest tribute bring, 
To thee, God of power ; 
And in heaven above — 
Saved by thy redeeming love- 
Loud the strains shall move, 
forever more. 
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THE PUKE TESTIMONY. 
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1. The pure tes - ti - mo • ny; pat 
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forth in the Spi - rit, Cuts like a sharp 
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tif edg - ed sword, And hy - po - orites 
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now are most sore - ly tor - ment - ed, Be- 
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oattse they 're oondemn'd by the word; The 








pure tea - ti - mo - ny dis - cot - era the dross, While 
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wick-ed pro-fes - sors make light of the cross, And 








Ba - by - Ion trem-bles for fear of her losa. 
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2. 

Ib not the time come for the Church to be gathered 

Into the one Spirit of Ood ? 
Baptized by one Spirit, into the one body, 

Partaking Christ's flesh and his blood ? 
They drink in one Spirit, which makes them all see 
They 're one in Christ Jesus, wherever they be — 
The Jew and the Gentile, the bond and the ttee. 

3. 
Then blow ye the trumpet in pure testimony. 

And let the world hear it again ; 
O come ye from Babylon, Egypt, and Sodom, 

And make your way over the plain. 
Come, wash all your robes in the blood of the Lamb, 
And walk in the Spirit through Jesus's name — • , 
In the pure testimony you will overcome. 

4. • ' 

The world will not persecute those who are like them. 

But hold them the same as their own ; 
The pure testimony cries out, " separation," 

Which causes false teachers to frown ; 
Come out from foul spirits and practises too. 
The track of your Saviour keep still in your vieW — 
The pure testimony will cut the way through; 

6. 

A battle is coming between the two kingdoms, 

The armies are gathering round ; 
The pure testimony and vile persecution 

Will come to close contest ere long ; 
Then gird on your armour, ye saints of the Lord, 
And he will direct you by his living word; 
The pure testimony will cut like a sword. 

6. 
The great prince of darkness is must'ring his forces* 

To make you his prisoners again. 
By slanders, reproaches, and vile persecution, 

That you in his cause may remain ; 
Then shun his temptations wherever they liei 
And fear not his servants whatever they say ; 
The PURE TESTIMONY will give you the day. 



186 



SPIBITnAL BONGS. 



GOSPEL FBEEDOM. 8s k 7s. 




1. Ye "who know your sins for - giv - en, 
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And are ha|> - pj in the Lord, Haye yon 
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read that grarcious pro-mise, Which is left np - on re- 
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cord: I will sprin-kle you with wa - ter, I will 
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cleanse you from all sin : Sanc-ti - fy and make you 
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ho - ly, 



I will dwell and reifen with - in? 




2. 
Though you haye much peaee and comfort, 

Greater things you y«l ^»ay find ; 
Freedom from unholy tampeii* ^ 

Fr^om from the carnal mind. 
To procure your p«rfect freedom, 

Jesus suffered, groan'd, and died ; 
On the cross the healing fountain 

Gushed from his wounded side. 

3. 
Be as holy and as happy, 

And as useful here below, 
As it is your Father's pleasure ; 

Jesus, only Jesus, know. 
None but holy ones can enter 

To the p,ure celestial sphere ; 
Let xne ask the solemn question — 

Has th« Lord a witness here ? 



BratlTUAL flOKtfS. 
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THE VJ3TAGE. "h*,*.-- 
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* 1. |tin)' til- bn^Ja-Hion deep f^e way'tt". 



toBs'd and driven. EVelglited with grace, and bound (o hesTen. 



* . * ' 2.. 

..JolaetimeB t«mpt«ti«&B blow* ^ 

A dreaatkil kuiricane'; '' 
Aiidjaigh the waters flow, 
And o'er tbe Bides bceajE in ; 
Bnbstill mj little sliip oatbtaTM 
The blii8t*ring irinilB and sti^iiig irhTOi. 
- -3. 

Wh« I, In m; dutnss, 
Mj anoboci bope, can oast 
■" Within the promfBeB, 

It boMB my TCBSel t&Bt ; 
Safely she tben at anchor tides, 
Hid stonny wiodg and ewelling tides. 
4. 
But irMn a beareoly bteew - . " 
Spriags op nod fills ny sail, . , 

My TVesel goes with ease 
Before the pleasant gale ; 
And runs as much an bonr, or man. 
As in a month or two iMfoxe- * ' 

5. 
The Bible is "my ehftrl, 

By it the seas I know ; 
I cumot with it part, 
It rocks and sands doth show ; 
It is a chart and compass too, 
Whose needle points forever tme. 

6. 
When through the voyge I get, 

(Thongh rough. It is bnl short,] 
The pilot angels meet ' 
To bring me into port; 
And, when I land on that blest *hw 
I shall be aate (brever more. 
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^ OKEST£S. 88 & 78.. L. Teompsoit. 




X. Tarn are all ter-re8- trial plearsures; 
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Mix'd with dross the pu -rest gold ; Seek we then for 
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heaVnly treasures — ^Treasures neyer wax-ing old. 
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Let our best af - fee - tions oen - tre On 
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things a - round the throne : There no thief c$n 



T^m^ 
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eT - er en-ter ; Moth and rust are there mknown. 




2. 

Earthly joys no longer please us'; 

Here would we renounce them all ; 
Seek our only rest in Jestts, — ^ 

Him our Lord and M^ter call. 
Faith, our languid spirits cheering. 

Points to brighter worlds abore ; 
Bids us look for his appearing ; 

Bids us triumph in his loTe. 

3. 
May our light be always burning, 

And our loins be girded round, 
Waiting for our Lord's returning, — 

Longing for* the welcome sound. 
Thus the Christian life adorning, 

Never need we be afraid, 
Should he come at night or morning, 

Early dawn or erening shade. 
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WHEN SHALL WE ALL MEET AGAIN f 



1. When ihall we all meet sgsln? When aboil na all 

2. Tho' in dis-tant landa we sigh. Forch'd beneath a 

3. When theieburnisli'd lock* are grey, Thian'd bjinaoja 
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meet a - gain 7 Oft aball glow-ine hope ei - pire, 
bnrn-ing akji Tha- the deep be - tween na roUa, 
toil-ipent dnj i When a - ntnnd tbii yonlb-ful piae 
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Oft shall we»4i«l love i 



Oft Bhall death and 
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i. Wken the dreamB of life are fled, 
'WBen its wasted lamp is dead, 
When, in cold oblivion's shade, 
Beauty,, wealth, and £Eime are laid ; 
Where immortal spirits reign, 
There may we all meet again. 

NoTB. — ^Thls poetry, it is said, was "composed and sung by three 
Indians, who were educated at Dartmouth, at their last interview 
before leaving ooHege, in an enchanting bower, whither they had 
often resorted, and in the midst of which grew a ' yonthftil pine.* 
Nearly half a century afterwards they providentially mot again— 
the recollection of bygone days drew tlrem to the same spot, and, 
at a meeting still more affecting, tliey composed ar^d sung the fol- 
lowing.'— Tradition. 

THE MEETING. 

1. Parted many a toil-«pent year. 
Pledged in youth to mem'ry dear ; 
Still, to firiendship's magnet true, 
We our social joys renew ; 
Bound by love's unsever'd chain, 
H^re, on earth, we meet again. 

2. But our bower, sunk to decay, 
Wasting time has swept away ; 
And the youthful evergreen, 
Lopp'd by death, no more is seen ; 
Bleak the winds sweep o'er the plain, 
When, in age, we meet again. 

8. Many a friend we used to greet, 
Here, on earth, no more we meet : 
Oft the f^n'ral knell has rung ; 
Many a heart has sorrow stung, 
Since we parted on this plain, 
Fearing ne'er to meet again. 

4. Worn with toil, and sunk with years, 
We shall quit this vale of tears ; 
And these hoary locks be laid 
Low in cold oblivion's shade ; 
But, where saints and angels reign. 
We all hope to meet again I 
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THE CHARIOT. 128. 



Wjujamb, 




1. The chariot 1 the chariot I — its wheels roll in fire, 

2. The glo - ry I the glo - 17 1 around him arraj'd ; 





As the Lord cometh down in the pomp of his ire ; 
Migh-ty hosts of the an -gels now wait on the Lord; 
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Lo I seU-mov - ing, it drives on its path- way of cloud, 
And the glo - ri - fied saints and the mar-tyrs are there, 
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And the heav'ns with the bnr-den of God-head are bow*d. 
And there all who the palm-leaves of vie - to - ry wear. 
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The tmmpet I the trompet ! the dead all haye heard ; 
Lo I the depths of the stone-coTer'd oharnel are stirr'd I 
From the sea, from the earth, from the south, hmn. the 

north, 
AH the Tast generations of men are come forth. 



The judgment ! the judgment ! — the thrones all are set, 
Where the Itamb and the white-vested elders are met I 
There all flesh is at once in the sight of the Lord, 
And the doom of eternity hangs on his word. 

6. 

mercy I mercy I — ^look down firom above, 
Great Creator, on us, thy sad children, with lore I 
When beneath to their darkness the wicked are driyen. 
May our justified souls find a welcome in heayen I 



THE YOUNG CONVERT. * C. M. S. Hill. 




1. When conyerts first be - gin to sin^. 
Their hap -py souls are on the wing— 

n 




Won-der, won-der, won - der ; ) ™v j^ ^ ig iJl . tb- 
Glo - ry, hal - le - lu - jah! J ine»tnemeiBau re- 
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deeming loTe— Olo-Ty, hal - le-lu-jah ! Fain would they 
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be with Christ aboTO — Sing, Glory, hal - le - la - jah I 
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2. They wonder why old saints do n't sing^ 
Wonder, wonder, wonder ; 

And make Gk)d's earthly temples ring — 
Glory, halleliy ah ! 

They view themselyes upon the shores- 
Glory, halleligah! 

And think the battle all is o'er — 
Sing, Gloxy, halleligah ! 

8. The Bible now appears so plain — 

Wonder, wonder, wonder ; 
They wonder they shoxild read in vain — 

Glory, halleli:gahl 
The air is all perfiimed with love — 

Glory, halleliyah I 
And «arth appears like heaven aboTe — 

Sinff. Glory, hallelujah ! 
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TE SHALL SEE ME. 
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1. We shall see a light appear, By-and-bj, when He 

2. We shall shout above the fire, By-and-by^when He 
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1^^^ 



oomes ; We shall see a light appear, When He comes : Ride on, 
comes ; We shall shout above the fire,When, &c. : Bide on, 




ssee^ 
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RiUrd. 




Je - SOS, ride on I We are on our journey home. 






l^fe^^^^ 



3. We shall see Him as He is, 

By-and-by, when He oomes — 
We shall see, &c. 

4. We shall walk the golden streets* 

BjHmd-by, when He comes-* 
We shall walk, &c. 
32 
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THE SAINTS SWE&T HOUE. 11b. 
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Home, home — sweet, sweet home, — ^Pre - pare me, dear 



[i-JTfrrir^ 




2d ending. ^ 



Sa-yionr, for hea-yen, my home. 

m -#- ^ ^ -0-: 



a 



m 




f9i 



m 



8. 

The pleasures of earth I have seen fade away ; 
They bloom for a season, but soon they decay ; 
But pleasures more lasting in Jesns are given, 
Salvation on earth and a mansion in heaTon — 
Home, home, &o. 

i. 

Allure me no longer, ye false glowing charms I 
The Saviour inyites me — ^I'U go to his arms ; 
At the banquet of mercy, I hear there is room ; 

there may I feast with Ma children at home — 

Home, home, &o. 

5. 
Farewell, vain amusements — ^my follies, adieu; 
While Jesus, and heaven, and gloiy I view, 

1 feast on the pleasures that flow from his thronot 
The foretaste of heaven, sweet heaven, my home— - 

Home, home, &c. 

6. 
The days of my exile are pafislng away, 
The time is approaching when Jesus will say, 



I 
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Well done, falthftil servant, sit down on my throne, 
And dwell in my presence, forever at home. 
Home, home, &c. 

7. 
Affliction, and sorrow, and death shall be o'er, 
The saints will nnite to be parted no more ; 
Their loud hallelujahs fill heaven's high dome, 
They dwell wi,th their Saviour forever at home. 

Home, home — sweet, sweet home, — 
Receive me, dear Saviour, to glory, my home. 



THE PROMISES. 
lAdapted to the tune an the foUotnng page."] 

1. How firm a foundation, ye saints of the Lord, 
Is laid for your faith in his excellent word I 
What more can he say than to you he hath said, 
You, who unto Jesus for refuge have fled ? 

2. In every condition, in sickness or health. 
In poverty's vale, or abounding in wealth ; 
At home, or abroad, on the land, on the sea, 

As thy days may demand shall thy tti^ength ever be. 

8. When through the deep waters I call thee to go, 
The rivers of woe shall not thee overflow ; 
For I will be with thee thy troulAes to bless, 
And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress. 

4. When through fiery trials thy pathway shall lie, 
My grace, all sufficient, shall be thy supply ; 
The flame shall not hurt thee — ^I only design 
Thy dross to consume and thy gold to refine. 

5. Even down to old age, all my people shall prove 
My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable love ; 

And when hoary hairs shall their temples adom^ 
Like lambs they shall still on my bosom be borne. 

6. The soul that on Jesus doth lean for repose, 
I will not, I will not desert to his foes ; 

That soul though all hell should endeavor to shake, 
I '11 never — ^no, never — ^no, UQver forsake. 
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DELAY NOT. lis. 




Jt"?!!!!. 



B 



iWS 



1. De - lay not, de - lay not— O sin-ner, draw near ; 
No price is de-mand-ed — ^the Sa-vionr b here ; 
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The wa-ters of life are now flow-ing fbr thee: 
Be - demp-tion is purchased — sal-va - tion is free I 




2. Delay not, May not — ^why longer abuse 

The love and compassion of Jesus thy God ? 
A fountain is open'd — ^how canst thou reftise 
To wash and be cleansed in his pard'ning blood ? 

3. Delay not, delay not, '0 sinner, to come — 

For mercy still lingers, and cfdls thee to-day ; 
Her voice is not heard in the shades of the tomb-^ 
Her message, unheeded, will soon pass away. 

4. Delay not, delay not— the Spirit of grace, 

Long grieyed and resisted, may take its sad flight, 
And leave thee in darkness to finish thy race, 
To sink in the gloom of eternity's night 

C. Delay not, delay not— the hour is at hand ; 

The earth shall dissolve, and the heavens shall fade ; 
The dead, small and great, in the judgment shall stand ; 
What helper, tlMo, sinner, shall lend thee his aid? 
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THE BANK OF HEAVEN. C. 11 

Tune— ZERAH. 




^^^ 



1. I have a nev - er - fail - ing bank, A 

2. TIb whan my stock is spent and gone, And 
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more than gold -en store; Ko earth -I7 bank is 
I with - oat a groat, I 'm glad to has - ten 
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3ialf sorich — How then can I be poor ?— No earth-1 j 
to my bank, And beg a lit «■ tie note :— -I 'm glad to 
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bank is hidf so rich— How then can I be poor ? 

has-ten to my bank. And beg a lit - tie *note. 
■•-» -f -■ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

1^ 
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8. Sometimes my Banker, smiling, saya 
" Why don't yon oft'ner come? 
And, when you draw a little note, 
Why noi-a larger sum ? 

4. " Why live so niggardly and poor ? 
Your bank contains a plenty ; 
Why come and take a one-pound note, 
When you might have a twenty ? \ 

1 5. *' Yea, twenty thousand, ten times told, 
Is hut a trifling sum, 
To what your Father has laid up, 
Secure in God his Son." 

6. Since then my Banker is so rich, 

I have no cause to borrow : 

111 live. upon my cash to-day. 

And draw again to-morrow. 

7. I Ve been a thousand times before, 

And never was rejected ; 
Sometimes my Banker gives me more W 

Than ask'd for or expected. 

8. Sometimes I've fblt a little proud, 

I 've managed things so clever ; « 

But ah ! before the day was gone 
I've felt as poor as ever. 

9. Sometimes with blushes on my flEMe, 

Just at the door I stand ; 
I know if Moses keep me back, 
I surely must be damn'd. 

10. I know my bank will never break-^ 

No, it can never fail : 
The firm— -Three persons in one God ; 
Jehovah — Lord of all ! 

11. Should all the banks of Britain break. 

The Bank of England smash — 
Bring in your notes to Zion's bank, 
You '11 surely have your cash. 
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12. And if yon have bnt one small note* 

Fear not to bring it in ; 
Come boldly to this^bank of grace— 
The Banker is within. 

13. All forged notes will be refused, 

Man's merits are rejected ; 
There's not a single note will pass 
That God has not accepted. 

14. 'T is only those beloved of God, 

Bedeem'd by precions blood, 
That oyer had a note to bring — 
These are the gifts of God. 

15. Though thousand ransom'd souls may say. 

They have no notes at all — 
Because they feel the plague of sin, 
8o ruin'd by the fall : 

16. This bank is full of precious notes, 

All sign'd, and seal'd, and tree — 
^ Though many doubting souls may say, 

There is not one for me. 

17. Base unbelief will lead the child 
^ To say what is not true ; 

1 tell the soul who feels self-lost, 
These notes belong to you. 

18. T]^ leper had a little note — 

^ Lord, if thou wilt thou can \" 
The Banker cash'd his little Aote, 
And heal'd the sickly man. 

19. We read of one young man, indeed, 

Whose riches did abound ; 
But in the Banker's book of grace, 
This man was never found. 

20. But see the wretched dying thief, 

Hang bjr^Hid Banker's side : 
He cried, " Xtear Lord, remember me V 
He got his cash — and died. 
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PEEFACE. 



" Why should the devil have the best tunes?" was 
oft the language of the Wesleys, of Rowland Hill, 
George Whitefield, Hugh Bourne, and other cham- 
pions of the cross. Every person is aware of the 
almost omnipotent influence of national ballads on 
national morals, and thus on the formation of national 
character, " Hence," said a daring sinner, " I care 
not a straw who makes the laws of a nation, if I may 
but make the bailads." And perhaps it is not too 
much to toy, that when the Angel of Doom shall 
read the history of ballads, it will be seen that they 
have corrupted the morals, polluted the hearts, and 
damned the souls of millions. The first race of 
Methodists gave a mighty check to profane song sing- 
ing in the following manner:— Whenever they found 
that the devil had got a tune that seemed to charm 
the people, some one imtnediately composed a hymn, 
or spiritual song, to that tune, and thus cheated Satan 
out of both tune and singers; and thousands in later 
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times hare imitated these fathera of Mettiodism in 
this respect, with glorious success. Witness Edward 
Brookes, Eaq^ George Nicholson, Charles Richardson, 

Rev. Mortimore, Edward Brown, John Clifiby 

the Primitive Methodisfs, Revivalists, Ann Carr, R. 
Wiofield, &c., &c. 

In this place an important question will naturally 
arise — Have the ballads become popular from the 
beauty and simplicity of the airs to which they have 
been set, or otherwise? We boldly answer — ^While 
we believe that thousands of our youth are polluted 
by the infiuence of the jerry-shop, play-house, infi- 
delity^' and of bad example, that they would prefer an 
obscene song, with any tune, to even the holy psalms 
of David, or the next-to inspired hymns of Wesley, 
Watts or Montgomery; yet, at the same time, we 
have no hesitation in saying that it has been the 
lunes, rather than the words, that have drawn away 
so many of our Sabbath scholars ; and it is from this 
•that we infer the salutary tendency of an attempt to 
redeem our best popular airs, by adapting them to 
the songs of Zion. We have long listened to all that 
has been advanced against the introduction of son^ 
tunes into the worship of God ; and all that we mean 
to say in reply, in this place, shall be in the language 
of an old divine: — "Why, there are only seven or 
eight notes to all the tunes in the world, and they all 
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belong to Jesus Christ; so that, if the devil wants 
any fresh ones, he must make them;" The plain 
fact is, psalm or hymn tunes (so called) can bo 
adapt^ to any song of the same metre. Witness the 
'*01d Hundred," which is oft sung in the most filthy 
obscene song in the devil's book. But shall the 
church of Cnrist abandon its claims to so good and 
solemn a tune on that account? No! 

We are not pleading for the introduction of those 
light songs and tunes with a view to supersede those 
of Charles Wesley or Dr. Watts. No, no, no! All 
that we ask is, let them be judiciously introduced 
into our iu&nt and Sabbath schools, family worship, 
protracted and revival meetings, love feasts, prayer 
meetings, open air services, class meetings, tea meet- 
ings, &€., &c., and we have no fear but they will be 
attended with the blessing of God. We have known 
thousands attracted to the house of the Lord by such 
singing, and what is far better attracted to the cross. 
It will be quite soon enough to vindicate the use of 
song tunes in the woi^hip of God, when any Christian 
shall bring a scriptural or common sense objection 
against it. 

'< If we donH use such tunes to advantage^ the devil 
vMP—Beo. J. M. 

<* While lukewarm ministers are stopping warm- 
hearted young Christians from singing song tunes in 
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"' iw (i*^»-i'v«NH«.«)k«tttve,jeiT7shop, &€." — Rte.J. C 

** Htoibcr Clift ccMTeitB more sinners by his lively 

^i»guig> lk«b some fifty of us do by our preaching." 

*^1 Kuve known the ranters enter a town at a time 
^^^n the place has been nearly flooded with political 
«id infidel excitement — and with their lively singing 
■weep the whole place."— Rcr. O. H, 

**! have attended feasts, pleasure fiurs, horse-racings, 
&c^ with a band of lively singers, and ^ have often 
succeeded In drawing hundreds of the young from 
Bftttm's sports."—- i2ev. /. 5. 

'^It is foolishness to say that singing song tunes in 
the house of God will revive old feelings; it Will raise 
feelings of holy gratitude to think that we are not 
singing the tunes to the devil's songs. Let thousands 
of converted souls, who now sing Zifin's songs to 
those tunes, testify to the truth of this assertion." — 
Bev. J. C. 

'^ Look at the teetotalers, how they have succeeded 
in taking tunes from Bacchus, and will any one say 
that the singing such tunes is a temptation to them 
to go back to drink again ?" — Rev, F. B. 

** I long to see the devil a bankrupt for good tunea.*' 
— Bw. G. P. 
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In conclusion, we can not do better than giTO tfie 
following from the Rev. R. Chester's Penny Selection 
of Revival llyms. 

weslet's oirections for conoreoational binoxno 

Abridged. 

•* That this part of divine worship may be more ac- 
ceptable to God, as well as more profitable to your- 
self and others, be careful to observe the followiog 
directions:— 

" 1. Sing alL See that you join with the congre- 
gation as frequently as you can. Let not a slight 
degree of weakness or weariness hinder you. If it is 
a cross to you, take it up, and you will find a bless- 
ing. 

2. « Sing luBtUyt and with a good courage. Beware 
of singing as if you were hulf dead, or half asleep; 
but lifl up ydur voice with strength. Ke no more 
afraid of your voice now, nor more ashamed of its 
being heard, than when you sung the songa of Satan. 

^ H. Sing modeatly. Do not bawl, so as to be heard 
above, or distinct from the rest of the congregation; 
that you may not destroy the harmony; but strive to 
unite your voices together, so as to make one clear, 
melodious sound. 

•* 4. Sing in Hm. Whenevertimo Is sung, be sure 
to keep with it Do not run before, nor stay behind 
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k; but attend cloiely to the leading voices, and move 
therewith as exactly as you can ; and take care you 
slug Dot too slow. This drawling way naturally steals 
on all who are lazy; and it is high time to drive it 
out from among us, and sing all our tunes just as 
quick as we did at first 

'^5. Above all, sing spirUuaUy, Have an eye to 
God in every word you sing. Aim at pleasing him 
more tiian yourself or any other creature. In order 
to this, attend strictly to the sense of what you sing; 
and see that your heart is not carried away with the 
sound, but offered to God continually ; so shall your 
flinging be such as the Lord will approve of here, and 
reward when he cometh in the clouds of heaven. — 
Su Worki, vol. xiv., p. 358. 

"'I will sing with the spirit, and I will sing with 
the understanding also.' — 1 Cor. xiv. 15. 

"Singing, to be suitable, must include every variety 
of manner; slow and solemn — soft and gentle — sweet 
and warbling — quick and lively — sprightly and ener- 
getic— loud and rapid: each in turn, and mingled and 
modified, according to time, place, and occasion. 
Singing is for the worship of God ; or the benefit of 
man ; or both. Let the aim always be, not show, but 
efifecL Whether the lines be praise or prayer, warn- 
ing, invitation, instruction, exhortation, encourage- 
ment or consolation, try to sing them with effect 
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But there can be little or no effect where there is 
sameness. Sameness effectually destroys effect. A 
solemn lune takes most effect where there.is usually 
the most sprightly singing, and vice versa. The same 
tuives should be sung much quicker in a class-naeet- 
ing, or a small prayer-meeting, than in a large con- 
gregation ; much quicker on a week-night, than at a 
Sabbath evening service. A skillfnl variety is tlie «* 
very life and soul of singing," 

COlVeREGATIOlVAL SIllGINa 

From the fieriTaUat, 1837. 

*' A revival of religion is always a revival of sing 
ing.* It was so at the Reformation. But congrega- 
tional singing was no invention of the reformers. 

" It was the renewal, Mr. Latrobe remarks, of a prac- 
tice adopted in the earlier ages of the church, which 
had, indeed, decayed amid the general corrupti^p, but 
which was ever renewed with the least semblance of 
real religion. Thus the Albigenses, during the hottest 
season of their persecutions, are represented as cheer- 
ing themselves, in the very prospect of death, with 
singing the psalms and hymns of their church. In 
the same manner, the disciples of Wickliffe and John 

*Rev. W. C. Miller, Wesleyan minister, converted 
thousands with his lively singing; and all his hymns go 
in song tunes^ 



*v 
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Hu88 eherifhed psalmodj, as richly conduciDg to 
godliness. The Boheinian brethren published a hymn 
, l^nok wit} notes, from which it is evident, that the 
'melodies tlierein used originated m the chants to 
wUich the ancient Latin hymns of the church were 
^ sung. The reformers of the succeeding century, 
Luther, Cranmer, Calvin, Beza, Knox, and Zuinglius, 
equally encouragfed congregational psalmody. Among 
theae, however, Luther stands preeminent He was 
a man of great musical talent, fostered by the oppor- 
tunitlss afforded him in the Romish church, of which 
be seems to have availed himself with the same large- 
ness of soul which characteriezd his actions in a more 
Important field of labor. The high estimation in 
which he held music, was the result of a cultivated 
taste and an accurate knowledge of mankind. 'I 
verily think,' said he, * and am not ashamed to say, 
that,*liext to divinity, no art is comparable to music' 
*We know that music is intolerable to demons.' 
With this idea, therefore, we need not wonder that 
he made it a prominent feature in his public semces. 
The tunes introduced by him were of the same cho- 
ral stamp as those of the United Brethren. 

"In England, already in the reign of Henry VHI, 
psalms were much sung by all who loved the Reforma- 
tion. Some poets^ such as the times afforded, trans- 
lated David's psalms into verse ; and it was a sign by 



which men's Bfibctiona to thit work were eTeirwhere 
measured, whether tliey tised to sing Iheee or not 
A clause iu t)ie Act of Uniformity, 1548, authnrized 
this practice; 'Provided aUo, that it shall be tairful 
for all men, as well in churches, chapeh, oratories, or 
other places, to use openly, any psalm or prayer, tak- 
en out of the Bible, at any due time, not leti'tiff or 
omitting thereby the service, or any part thereof, 
mentioned in the said book.' The general practice 
' was, to sing before and after morning and evening 
prayer, and also before and after the sermon.' When 
Stemhold's paalms which had been at firat ' composed 
for his own solace,' were completed hy Hopkins and 
others,this clause in the act gaveauthori^ for the f"*-"- 
uw in their church. The allowance permitted i 
version was, in ibe opinion of Heylin, ' rather i 
nivance than an approbation, no such allowance 
anywherefoundby sucbas have been most indue 
and concerned in the search.' So great was ihi 
with which the reformers cultivated psalmodj 
pBalros and hymns are termed, by Burney, the 
songs of the fifleenth and sixteenth centurie. 
the year I5SI, Roger Ascliam thus writes from 
burg: ' Three or four thousand singing at a tii 
a church in this city, is but a trifle.' Accordi 
Beza, the Huguenots, at Paris, BssembL|d in the 
BUZ Cherea, ' and did nothing for man^i^its t 
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«bout in great numbers singing psalms,' joined hyihe 
king Vnd queen of Na^omre. About the same time 
writ^'-Vishop Jewel to Peter Martyr: — ^'A change 
BCU¥»ppear^ijflibl^ among the people; which noth- 
indl promoUfi more than the inviting them to sing 
j^mdma. This was begun in one church in London, 
*BB4«did quickly spread itself, not only through the 
city, but 'in the neighboring places; sometimes, at 
PauPs Cross, there will be six thousand people sing* 
ing together.'* 

« NOTE FROM TODD. 

''Almost eveiy nation — ^perhaps all nations — ^have 
national airs by which the love of country is deep- 
ened, and a national feeling is created and maintained. 
The popular air, 'Yankee Doodle,' will, probably, 
create an American feeling as long as our nation 
eslsts ; and the airs, ' God save the King,' and ' Rule 
Britannia,' will never cease to call the heart of the 
Briton to his own glorious isle. The soldier from 
Switzerland and from the highlands of Scotland will 
weep at the national airs which call their hearts home 
to the place of their birth and childhood." 

"* It is a settled intention of the compiler of this book, 
to send companies of Christian men and women to all parts 
of the nation, to sing these *' Spiritual Songs,'^ and sell 
the book. jfr ^ 
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For ioaimuch aa tbe fatbere of M«tliodiBm have 
M fully giren their upinioD .not only of the poller of 
aacred music but also the matmer in wbich iiUtould 
be performed in congregational Bibgiag^in prajwanil 
claw meeting exercises, we think ic^ouid not be Mt 
of place that one of their children in 18!>4 shouM 
respond and say from tbe bottom of their heart AatoM. 
We like the foundaliona, walla and furniture, and all 
the mnchineiy established by the ftthera of tbe 
cbnrcli, as being one of the best nets for catching £ab 
ever let down from one of Zion's ships, since the days 
of John and Peter. Hallelujahto Jesus! who will un- 
dertake to count the millions that have already been 
(taught within its sacred meehes and drawn to the 
land of Canaan. Millions more are on the way and 
yet the net is not broken ! Let us bold taat to all things 
that have been proved to be good, and curaed ia be 
that removelh his neighboi's land mark .(especially the ' 
good old mode of congregational singing. We would 
aa BOOn be caught robbing our father and mother of 
~ their breskftst and give it to the dogs, sa to take the 
old-faahioned congregational mode of singing from the 
Others and mothers of the church, and band it over 
to the unconverted, with a few exeeptiona, to sound a 
few notes somewhere about the pinnacle of the tem- 
ple, singing very beautifully to their own glory. 1 
ia burning incense in Clod's templawbiieltBodon 
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snuffed up by worms. We believe tfiere is ss mu^h 
propriety in letting <>ut our praying, and all other du« 
ties tl^ revolve around the cross, as tbat of singing 
praises t6 God, because they are a littte more gifled. 
Singing, lik^ preaching and praying, must have a 
God in it^ in order to melt the heart and edify the 
saiJits who alone can duly appreciate the joyful sound. 
Wesley says, sing all ; sing lustily. We would not 
exclude by any means in our bumble opinion the un- 
converted from mingling their voices with all saints 
in this delightful exercise ; we believe with the Wes- 
leys in robbing the devil of his best tun'ts, turning 
them over to the glory of Gpd. Whether we are to take 
his instruments and bring them into the church, is 
exceedingly doubtful in our minds; but one thing 
seems clear to us, that they cannot be used alternately 
for the prince oC light and the prince of daTkness, 
and please God, any more than the {skillful musician 
that plays on them can do it. We ought always 
to make it a rule when we sing praises to God to do 
like Jenny Lind ; she does her very best to please her 
audience. Let us recollect tbat Jesus and angels are 
always our auditory. Whatever exercise religious duty 
calls us to do, let us be like Herodius, whoso pleased 
the king he promised her half of his kingdom. He 
that can sing with the spirit and with the understand- 
ing also, will not only make melody in his own heart 
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heroi but he wiir awuredly strike the Ck>ld')ii Harp 
unto him that loved us, id a kingdom diverse froma ]1 
otheik kingdoms, which shall be given jnto him who is 
never happy except in the smiles of his adorable 
King. Some brethren and sisters seem to think they 
have a perfect right to wrap their singing talent in a 
napkin and use it only when they feel in the humor 
for singing. Wake up, brother, wake up, sister; your 
master soon will com^ to reckon with you; this is no 
doubt one cause of your cold heart But you say we 
have but one talent. God says improve it or lose your 
soul. When we were converted, twelve years ago, 
we could scarcely sing a verse. Oh ! how much we 
regretted it; but when the Holy Ghost began to diffuse 
the love of God through soul, body and spirit, we 
struck in with the brethren and were carried along 
with the tide, and now we would not take a farm for 
our singing talent, little as it is. Then, brethren, let ' 
us use the harp that our heavenly Father has given 
08 ; keep it well tuned up and soon the poorest of us will 
outsing Jenny Lind. Glory to Jesus, my heart is in a 
flame. Singon, shout on, glory, hallelujah. We have 
selected about forty or fifty hymns from an old Lon« 
don hymn book which we believe began with the 
first dawning of Methodism,, most of which we think 
has never been published in America, and we intend 
to add to our little Golden Harp about 150 pages. 
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together with the opiDioQ of a number of the early 
Fathers on the subject of congregational singing. We 
haye selected of course according to our own taste fthey 
are as honey from the rock falling into our soul ; they 
shall speak for themselves for they are all of age ; they 
carry the gray hairs of more than a century. Let ev- 
ery hair be turned into a harpstring.^ Learn them by 
heart, brethren. Teach them to your children ; sing 
them at your morning and evening sacrifice, slug them 
at your campmeetings, sing them at your love feasts, 
sing them at your prayer and classmeetings and social 
circles ; sing lustily sing with your whole soul, and you 
will find that sinners will again crowd your prayer 
meetings as they did forty years ago, to hear Meth^ 
odist singing, and melt under its power and give their 
hearts to God and with pure and holy hand strike the 
bold anthems unto him that loved us oat of every kin- 

■ 

dred tongue and nation under heaven, and let all the 
people clap their hands and shout aloud Ambk. 

6. W. Henrt. 

IVankfofi, 1854 
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* HYMN 1. 

Gome parents, children, bond and free. 

And play on the ffolden harp, 
Say, will you go to Heaven with me, 

To play on the golden harp ? 
Chorus. — ^O play on the ffolden harp. 
Play on the golden harp, 
I want to go where Jesus is, 
To play on the golden harp. 

It is religion makes the soul — 
It makes the wounded spirit whole. 

Hear, ye worldlings, hear my song— 
'Tis the language of my tongue 

I know the time, I know the day — 
When Jesus washed my sins away. 

My soul feels happy while I sing — 
I feel that I am on the wing. 

Who then will march to win the prize — 
And take the kingdom in the skies? 

O how I long on Canaan's land 
To join the holy, happy band. 

2* 
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THE MARRUGE OF CANA. | 



1 Come thou who didst tarn the water to wine, 
^And fill with thy love this poor heart of tnine; 

1 am not contented with what it gone past, 
I know by e:zperience the best wine rons last - 
Cbdrub. — rfallelujah to Jesus! who died on^a tree. 
And purchased this Wine of the kingdom for me. 

2 Thou know'st I demre thy fullness to prove, 
The height and the depth of thy dying love ; 
My sins, which were many; behind thee arensast, 

But still I want cK»aiisiflg,>&e iieftt wine runs last. 

* - t- ' ... 

S Thou/ Lord, art the source; tfae-ehanneH tby^ Son, 
Through him by the Spirit to us doth it run ; 
By faitn weTuceive it, how sweet to the taste; 
And now it is flowing, the best wine runs lasL 

4 In Christ we believe his blood is applied, 
Then onward we press to be fuli sanctified* 
This is the beat blessing of all which are past, . 
But glory is promised, the best wine runs last 
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NEGRO SONG. 
3Viw-«-0h, tiiat will 



Negro walk de golden street, 
Cast his crown at Jesu feet. 

And sing de happy song. 
Ohl.dat will be joyful 

Negro friei^ds hab cross'd de.^oody 

Join*d dat army bought with blood-^ 
Deal looking^ ont fitr me. 
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Ood will wipe poor negro tean, 
Banisfa al] liw doubts and fbars. 
Den we in heaben shall dwell. 

Den m« wce[> and die no more, 
Negro Bhout his couflici'a o'er, 
And join his friends again. ' 

Buckra mnsBa ine shall see, 
Tell him Jesu die for ma. 
He tell me dia on earth, 

Negro wear a starry crowD, 
And on maesa's throne sit down. 
Oh, happy, happy place. 

You get home ere negro do, 

Tell dem neffrci coming too. 

Him on ilia happy way. 

Should poor negro firat pet home, 
He come to meet you when you come, 
Dea fly with you to heaben. 

Me tink poor negro almost det«, 

He happy now mid toil and cat«, 

Thank God mo on my way. 

But I must bid yon all adieu, • 
May Jesu mnssa he wid you. 
Me hid you all farewell. 

r 

But when we meet in heaB^ qfw*f(, t 
To sing of Jeau dying love. 

Our hlisa no tongue can telL 
Ob,datW)llbejoyfaL 

JontS' 
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SONG OF THE PIOUS SLAVE. 

• Tune — ^Highland Mountains. 

De poor negro he will go — some one day. 
Over de mountains, over de snow — far away. 
Over de mountains big and high — some one day. 
To dat country in de sky — ^far away. 

De poor negro will be free — some one day, 
Jesu siiy, come reign wid me — far away ; 
Jesu massa, call me home — some one day; 
Yes, him wiile and bid me come— far away. 

Sin no more make my heart rove — some one day, 
When landed wid the host above — far away : 
Driver lash my back no more — some one day. 
When wafted to dat happy shore — far away. 

Wife and iQbildren not be sold — some one day; • 
Negro walk yon streets of gold — far away ; 
My good massa say well done — some one day, 
» Den me dwell wid de Holy One — ^far away. 

De poor negco wear a crown — some ooe day. 
And on massa^s throne sit down — far away ; 
Oh ! how happy me shall be — some one day, 
Come poor ^hite man, eome wid me — ^far away 

Ben me meet my friends again — some one day, 
. Praise de Lamb for n^o slain — far awav, 

Sen me rest my wear^oul — some one day, 
^here endlete joys in torrents roll— &r away. 
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When I dwelt down in Egypt's land, 

Jesus on the way, 
I heard there was a promised land, 

Jesiis on the way; 
Get ready, get ready and let's go home ; ' 

Jesus on the way : 
Get ready, get ready and let's go home; 

Jesus on the way. 

2. There is a tree in Paradise, Jesus, 
That Christians call the tree of life ; 

Get ready : 

3. I have some friends in Paradise, Ac, 
They now enjoy eternal life, Jesus; 

Get ready : 

4. T\\ tell you where I first was blest, 
T» was away in the tented wilckerness; 

Get ready: 

5. Oh, that the Lord would our labors blesi, 
And fill the world with righteousness, 

Gret ready: 

CL Oh haint we bad a happy time, Jesus; 
A eating honey and a drinking wine, Jobub; 
GtBt ready. 

7. If ever I reach the. other shore, Jesus; 
I never will come 6ack no more, Jesus; 
Get ready, &«., ' 

m 

S. They say that weVe a noisy crew, Jesus; 
And that ain't half, we are happy too. 
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9. I will soflfer on like good old Job, 
Then go up and wear my robe, 
Get ready. 

10. Then we will walk the goldefta streets, 
And lay our crown at Jesus on the way. 



FAITH VIEWING THE CROWN. 

1. Sats faith, Look yonder, there^s my mwa. 

Laid up in heaven above i 
Says hope, Anon it shall be mine ; 

I long to wear 't, says love. 
Desire says, WhatT is there my crown? * 

Then to that place I'll flee, 
Through Christ Til elaim it as my own, 
• My rest I fain would see. 

2. The» laitlj^ihe takes a pleasing view, 

Hope waitSylove sits and sings, 
Desire, -#lm flutters to-be gone, 

Bi|t pati0fece clips her wings. 
But stop! says patience, wait awhile, 

The crown's for those that %:ht, 
The prize for those that run tlie racn 

By &ith, and not by sight. 

3. Desire then knocks at duty's door; 

Hope to obedience cries. 
Unite wo will with all our power, 

And then shall faith -arise. 
Alas! says works, ashamed we stand, 

No merit we obtain ; 
Tis faith and love joined band in hand| 

That must the entrance gain. 
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4. SajB faith to works. Now children heuv 

Your mother, love, and me, 
Quite dead and useless must appear, 

Without your compaDV. 
Then faith and works j<gti hand in band. 

With love united too. 
All travel to the godly land. 

And bid this world adieu. 



THE SHIP SAFETY, BOUND FOR CANAAN 

Gome, all my dear brethren, we Ve entered on boardy 
And witnessed free pardon by faith in the Lord; 
, Though tossed on the ocean, don't fear, he hath saidi 
**But be of good cheer, and be not afraid." 

The wind and the tide may beat liard^n each «ddfi. 
But, if Christ speaks a calm, the proud waves sons 
. * subside; 

We oiat brave all dangers, no fbars can Invade, 
For the Lord he protects us, so be not afraid/ 

The perMs of sea, the rocks, waves andinriad, 

The clouds, storms and tempests mi^y prove moat 

unkind; 
^ut Christ sttll upholds us, on him help is laid. 
And ever stands ready, so be not afraid. 

With darkne« surrounded, by terror distressed, 
Quite fearful and weak, when such dangers infest; 
With toiling and rowing, strength almost decayed. 
The promlM still stands, so be not afraid. 

Christ, then, is our pilot, our compass nis wnrd. 
All storms we defy, while we .sail with the Lord; 
No foes need attack us, they can not invade. 
While th« I^ SKitim I *ro h0i%;fo^jia>>nWl^W*^ 
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NOAH'S ARK. 

Yon &n are invited with Christ to embark 
On board his rich ship^^he ancient Noah's ark, 
Which was launched at Eden, has long been at sea. 
And comes into harbor for you and for me. 

Chorus. — All glory to Jesus, who die^ on the tree. 
And launched this yessel of mercy for me. 

m 

^ I entef'd on board her, for who could delay, 

Where so many conld aing,. could praise, and could 

pray? 
Our captain is Jesus, his mercy is great ; 
Our labor is heavenly, our bounty is*iiweet 

Thrice blessed^be he who launched her at first, 
Aqd rigg'd her, and stoir'd her on purpose for us; 
Ood's love so amazing, is still her main sail ; 
She's plank'd with salvation quite down to the keeL 

Provisions ob board, and clothing great store, 
fProvided by wisdom design'd for the poor); 
The robes of salvation, with which our great Lord 
Will clothe all your souls when you're entered on 
board. 

This vessel was built and completed bjL grace, 
Was fitted and stor'd for burthen and cnase ; 
From her bow to her stern she's strongly secured, 
Her cargo is wealthy, and wisely insuPd. 

The winds and the waves he still holds in his hand, 
And likewise her foes are all at his command; 
Near six thousand years she's been cruising the 

main. 
And aunn'd mth the ransoraed aha harbon again. 
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Our Captain we '11 praise, who took us on board, 
In safety we are if we sail with the Lord ; 
Bound to the fair haven, our port we shall gain, 
In spite of all dangers in crossing the main. 



THE GOSPEL SHIP. 

Tune—'' The Misletoe Bough." 

What vessel are you sailing in ? 

Declare to us the same. 
Our vessel is the ark of God, 

And Christ's our Captain's name. 

Choeub. — ^Hoist every sail to catch the gale, 
Each sailor ply the oar; 
Though storms and tempests may arise. 
We soon shall reach the shore. 

And are you not afraid some storm 

Yo^r bark will overwhelm ? 
We can not fear — the Lord is here : 

Our Father's at the helm. 

Our compass is the saered word. 

Our anchor's blooming hope, 
The love of God's our maintopHBUiil, 

And faith's our cable rope. 

We've look'd astern on many toils. 
Which Christ has brought us thro'; 

We're looking now ahead, and lo! 
The land appears in view. 

Send out your boats — well go on board, 
If you can find ua room. 

8 
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We've room for you an4 ell the world: 
Moke oo delay, but come. 

The sun is up, the clouds are gone; 

The heavens above are clear; 
The city bright appears in sight; 

We're getting round the pier. 

When all the storms of life are past, 

And we the port obtain, 
We'll praise the Lamb in noble strainsy 

Who died and rose again. 



Tab gospel ship is sailing, 

Sing glory, hallelujah. 
They 're wanting sailors daily^ 

Singing glory, hallelujah. 

Chorus. — ^They say we are a noisy crew, 

But that's not all, we're happy too, 
For we have the port in view, 
Sing glory, hallelujah. 

There's tens of thousands now on board, 

Sing glory, hallelujah. 
All sailing on at Jesus' word, 

To glory, hallelujah. 

She's rich provisions in her storci 

Sing glory, hallelujah. 
For all on board, and millions more, 

Sing glory, hallelujah. 

Her sails are spread, the gale does blow, 

Sing glory, hallelujah ; 
Come, sinners, with the Christians go 

To glory, halleli^jahk 
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She's well prepared for the war, 

If ^oes she chance to meet, • ^ 

Her mighty suds and glittering Bywords 

Shall lay tnem at her feet. 

King Jesus is our pilot wise, 

Sing glory, halleli^yah. 
He'll guide our ship to Paradise, 

Sing glory, hallelujah. 
And when we land on Canaan's shore. 

Where all our troubles will be o'er, 
We'll praise the Lamb for wermore, 

Sing glory, hallelujah. 



MERCY'S FREE. 

What is this that rises in my soul, 

Is it i^race, is it grace ? 
That makes my life of sin look foul, 

Is it grace, is it grace ? 
This work that's in my soul begun, 
It makes me strive all sin to shun, 
And plants my soul Ijeneath the throne, 

Mercy's free, Mercy's free. 

Grreat God of love, I can't but wonder, 

Mercy's free, mercy's free. 
Though I've no price at all to tender, 

Mercy's free, mercy's free. 
Though mercy's free our God is just. 
And if a soul should e'er be lost. 
This will torment the sinner most, 

Mercy's free, mercy's free. 

Swell, swell, O swell the heavenly chonii, 
Mercy's free,. mercy's free. 
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Death and hell shall fall before us; 

Mercy's fi^e, mercy's free. 
Believe^ repent, inquire the road 
That leads to glory and to God, 
And washed in Christ's atoning blood, 

Mercy's free, mercy's free. 

This thro' the toils of Jife s^all cheer us; 

Mercys free, mercy's free. 
And thro' the vale of death shall bear us; 

Mercy's free, Mercy's free. 
And when to Jordan's brink we come, 
And cross the raging billows' foam, 
iPe'll sing when safely landed home, 

Mercy's free, mercy's free. 



SWEET PRAYER. 

When torn is the bosom by anguish and care, 
i|e it ever so simple there's nothing like prayer; 
*Tt eases, soothes, softens, subdues, yet sustains. 
Gives vigor to hope, and puts passion in chains. 

Prayer! sweet prayer! 

United with faith, there is nothing like prayer, 

When forced from those friends we love dearest to 

part. 
What fond recollections still rise in our heart; 
Past converse, past scenes, past enjoyments are there, 
Oh ! how hurtfully pleasing till hallowed by prayer, 

Prayer! sweet prnyei*! 

United with faith, there is nothing li^e prayer. 

When pleasure would woo us from piety's arm? 
The syren sings sweetly or silently charms — 



ipiaiTUAL soiras. 39 

We jistOD, look, loiter, exposed to the. snare, . 
Till flying to Jesus we conquer by prayer.. 

Prayer! sweet prayer! 

United with faith, there is nothing like prayer. 

If strangers to prayer, we are strangers to bliss, 
But Qj^yment of God is secured by this, 
And when with bright seraphs we ecsta^ share 
We then shall possess the fruition of prayer. 

Prayer! sweet prayer! 

United with faith, there is nothing like prayer. 



Praise God for what he's done for me, 
I once was blind, but now I see ; 
Ion the brink of ruin fell. 
Glory to God ! Pni out of hell. 

CH0R17SF-Uallelujah, hallelujah, 

Hallelujah, hallelujah, Amen. 

Praise God for what he's done for us, 
He's tuned our hearts to praise him thus. 
And now he cries. Go on, go on, 
PU crown you when your work is done. 






SWELLINGS OF JORDAN. 

Poor Christian, look up to the joy« set before thee. 
And haste on thy way to the regions of glory, 
A crown and a kingdom thy faith may discover; 
Tny troubles are great, but they soon will be over; 
For Jesus hath suflfered, thy soul to deliver, 
And light up thy passage through Jordan's dark river 



90 IPlAlTUAL SO If OS 

The vrorld^ flesh, and Satan, their forces are sending, 
With footmen and horses thy soul is cof^tendiog. 
But dost thou grow weary and faint with thy burden ? 
Then what wilt thou do in the swelliogp of Jordan ? 
Oh ! cry unto Jesus thy soul to deliver. 
And he will support thee while crossing the river. 

■ • 

But in thy tme character am I mistaken ? 
Hast thou by thy conduct thy Savior forsaken? 
Then come again to him for peace and for pardon. 
And ask for his aif in the swellings of Jordan. 
Thy soul from all danger he then will deliver, 
And ^thing shall harm you while crossing the river. 

PART II. 

Christ is a sure guide to the children of Zion, - 
But if thou hast any false props to rely on. 
Thy soul is^Jeladed, think what thou art doing; 
Oh! cast them away, or they'll sink thee to ruin; 

J or none but J^ovah has power to deliver, 
nd bear up thy soul iu the midst of the river. 

The clouds gathei* blackness, the night is fast coming, 
The river sw#lls high, and the billows are foaming; 
On what wilt thou lean when thy strength is all wasted. 
Thy reeds will all fail, and thy hopes will be blasted; 
Oh? cry unto Jesus thy soul to deliver, 
And nothing shall harm thee while crossing the river. 

But if on his mercy thy soul is relying. 

Thou never need'st fear either living or dying, 

The footmen and horses shall fall down before thee. 

And Jordan shall open thy passage to gk>ry. 

Then, when thou art landed safe over the river. 

When tioM m no more thou ahalt pimise him fiir erww 
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THE BEGGAR. 

Thine — Freemason's Hymn. 

1 HAVE become a beggar at the end of my days 

Atiit^ll my delight is to give God the praise, 

For he has reliev'd me again and again, 

And soon he will ease all my trouble atod pain. ^ 

Cborus — ^And so it came to pMss, that the beggar, 

when he died, ' 
In Abraham's bosom hie spirit did reside. 

If I had a died when I had been young, 
The trade of a beggar I never had known; 
But since it is not so, with my God I will comply, 
And I hope to be a beggar until the ^y I die. 

I have done well with begging since I iirst set out, 
Fve begged a kingdom without any doub^ ; • 
A crown for my bead, and a harp for my hand, 
And Vm making home to glory at Jesus' command. 

Come all fiiithful beggars, fresh courage now take. 
And beg your way through, and bts ways donH (prsake ; 
But knock at mercy's door, Christ will not you deny, 
There's a crown and a kingdom for you by and by. 

It's true I am a beggar, that's very well known, 
I'm begging my way to a kingdom and a crown; 
When my begging is ended and my bag I lay down, 
Though a beggar ou earth, yet all heaven 's my own. 
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THE GOSPEL LIFE BOAT. 

« 

All hands on board, the Captain eriea, 

Let every sinner hear; 
Along the beach the vessel lies, 

And is about to clear. 
Bound for the the haven of repose, 

To Canaan's peaceful shore, 
Where care and pain no bosom knows, « 
^ But joys for ever more. 

Chorus — O'er life's Tough soa we mean to sai], 
Till we the harbor gain ; 
Blow* ffentle gale, fill every sail, 
And waft us o'er the main. 

Should foes overhaul us on the way. 

And ask fi^m whence we came, 
We answer, from destruction's bay. 

And Israel is our name. 
Or should they wish onr bark to boards 

Or seem inclin'd for war. 
We'll every man gird on his sword, 

And for the Ught prepare. 



THELSHIP SAFETY BOUND FOR CANAAN. 

Tune — Canaan. 

» 

We're outward bound, with all the fleet. 

And Jesus is our leader; 
Free grace has brought us to his feet; 

Heaven's glorious interceder. 
Canaan! blest Canaan! 
We are bound to fbe hmd of Canaan; 

For Canaan is our place of rest; 
Will you go to the land of Canaan? 
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Our anehor'ft weighed from earth and (iin; 

Our sails are spread and flowing; 
We mean a glorious prize to win, 

In the land tp which we're going. 
Canaan ! rich Canaan ! 
All hands for the land of Canaan ! 

For Canaan is our " father-land/' 
Will you sail with us for Canaan ? 

We've joined the Lord High Admiral's ship; 

His standard DOW is waiving; 
We'll range along across the deep; 

Sailors and soldiers saving. 
Canaan ! great Canaan ! 
Starboard for the land of Canaan ! 

''Keep a good look out there — ^fore and aft," 
WMl you hiul for the land of Canaan? 

Oi^number yet is not completef ' 

We've berths and glorious wages: 
Bear a hand — be quick, and join the fleet, 

And read our sacred pages. 

Canaan ! grand Canaan ! ' 

''Crowns of gold," in the land vf Canaan; 

Eternal life our pension is; 
Will 3FOU ship for the land of Canaan ? 

Our shipVi well mann'd and stor'd, and ann'd. 

With magazines for fighting; 
Fear not, then ; come be not alarmed ; 

Tis « God in Christ," inviting. 
Canaan! strong Canaan! 
No foes in the land of Canaan ; 

And Canaan ne'er can conquered be 
Will you sail with us for Canaan? 
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Should •torme arise 'midst rocks and sbosla, 
And death come off to seize us, 

Redeeming blood secures our souls, 
The precious blood of Jesus. 
Canaan ! high Canaan ! 

We'll sing in the land of Canaan ; 
From eyery- kindred, tribe and tongue. 

Will you go to the blood-bou^t Canaan ? 

A few more tacks, main~topsail haul, 
And the wind will be fair for Canaan ; 

The last tack made, with "haul of allf 
Then bear away for Canaan* 
Canaan ! calm Canaan! 

**No Sea" in the land of Canaan; 
<* No night^ no curse," or foe-ships there, 

For the glorious Lord's in Canaan. ' 

The harbor made, full sail we steer. 
With Calv'ry's standard raised; 

What millions wait our course to cheer! 
Free grace, rich grace, be praised! 
Canaan! full Canaan! 

All the saintsin the land of Canaan! 
Let go the anchor, furl the sails. 

We've arrived in the land of Canaan. 

Shout vict'ry o'er sin, death and heU, 

Through Calv'ry's crimson fountain ; 
All hands in glory, sins and tell 

Of the blood-besprinkled mountain* 
Canaan ! blest Canaan ! 
A marriage feakt in Canaan ; 

Triumph and glory! and endless joys! 

Come sail for the port of Canaanl 
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THE CANAAN TRAVELER. 

Ye vain worldly pleasures, we bid you adieu, 
A heavenly couDtry we have in our view; 
From earth we are rising at Jesus' command, 
By faith we'll go up and possess the good land. 

Chorus. — Press forward, press forward, the prize 19 
in view, 
A crown of bright glory is waiting for you. 

From Egypt's hard bondage our souls are set free. 
And now we are walking in sweet liberty; 
All may unite with our conquering band, 
And with us |;o up and possess the good land. * 
Press forward, &c. 

The tall sons of Anak may stand in our way, 
But Je^us our captain is greater than they; 
The power of Jehovah they can not withstand ; 
Therefore, we'll go up and possess the good land. 
Press forward, &c 

Through faith in his blood we can trample on sin, 
Arrayed in his might we the battle shall win ; 
The sword of the Spirit is in our right hand. 
With this we'll go up and possess the good land. 
Press forward, &c. 

Now. now, to the brink of the river we're come, 
Our heaven-born spirits would fain be at home ; 
Lo! Jordan rolls back at our Jesus' command; 
He bids us go up and possess the good land» 
Press forward, &c 
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Soon as we arrive on celestial ground. 
With hoDor and glory our heads shall be crownM, 
And conquering palms we shall hold in our hand, 
And dwell with our King in the heavenly land* 
Press .ft^rward. &c. 



GOD IS LOVE. 

m 

2V*nc— Will you go ? 

What sound is this thro' heaven resounding — God la 

love ? 
From earth I hear the song rebounding — God is love. 
jj^es, while adoring hosts proclaim 
Tove is his nature, love his name, 
X My soul in rapture cries the same — ^God is love. 



This song repeat, ye saints in glory — God is love; 

And saints on earth, shout back the story — God is love. 

In this let heaven and earth agree 

To sound his love both full and free. 

And let the theme for ever be — God is love. 

Creation's thousand tongues proclaiming — God is love. 

And Providence unites, ezcfaiming-^God is love. 

But let the burden'd sinner hear 

The gospel sounding loud and clear 

To everv soul both far and near — God is love. 

This heavenly love all round is flowing — God is love; 
And in my heart the tire is glowing — God is love. 
That €rod Is love, I know full well, 
And had I power his love to tell, 
With loudest notes my songs should swell — God is 
love. 
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The loye of God is now my pleasure — Qod is kyve^ 

This, only this, shall be my treasure — God is lovef* 

This theme shall be my song below, 

And, when I home to glory go, 

This strain eternally shall flow — God is love. 



ADDRESS TO SADuORS. 

Ye sons of the main, who sail over the flood, 
Whose nns are like mountains, and reach up to Gad, 
Remember the last voyage of life will soon end; 
So now, brother sailor, make Jesus your friend. 

Look astern on your life, see your way marked witk 

sin; 
Look ahead, see what danger you are foundering in: 
If the black rocks of death beat forth on your keel, 
Then your vessel and cargo will all sink to helL 

Mind your helm, brother sailor, and donVfidl asleep; 
Watch and pray night and day, lest you sink in the 

deep; 
Lay by your old compass, it will do you no good. 
It ne'er will direct you the right way to God. 

Fling your luflT, lN*other sailor, the breeze is now fair; 
TVim ybur sails to the wind, boys, the stortp you'll 

soon clear; 
You are. sailing to Jesus, keep him in full view, 
You'll weather all danger, he'll guide you safe through. 

Rest OUNCE your old master, the ds vil, straightway, 
Or the crew that you sail with will lead you astray; 
Desert the black colors, fly over to red, 
For Jesus, your captain, has coflquered and bled. 

4. 
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9p eolora are flying, thef wave in the air. 
nd Tolunteers are comiug both far off and near; 
Embark, then, with Jesus, no longer delay. 
Good usage heUl give you, good wages he'll pay. 

Good usage he'll give you, when the voyage it begins, 
He will &ee your transgressions and pardon your 

sins; 
Though storms you will meet with when sailipg that 

way, 
Yet soon you will anchor in heaven's broad bay. 

JTour tarpauling jackets no. longer you'll wear. 
But robes dipt in glory, all pure, white, and iidr, 

?|^ith crowns on your head that will^ dazzle the smii 
rom glory to glory eternally run. 



OH, HOW HE LOVES 1 

Sinners, come, let's fly to Jesus! 

Oh, how he loves! 
From our thralldom he'll release us, 

Oh, how he loves! 
Oh, glad we are to hear hira« 
Bid such sinful worms come m»T him, 
Why should we distrust or fear,h!m? 

Oh,. how be loves! 

It's eternal life to know him, 

Oh, how he loves! v 

Think, oh, think, how much we owe him, 

Oh, how he loves! 
With hi^s preAous blood he bought us, 
In the wilderness he sought us, 
To his fold he kindly brought us; 
, Oh, how he loves! 

r 
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Come, and io his arms he'll take u«, 

Oh, how he loves! 
Never leave us, nor forsake us, * 

Oh, how he loves! 
Men may slight and disrespect us, 
But their wrath shall not a£^t us, 
Jesus will from harm protect us; 

Oh, how he loves ! 

When the spark of life is waning, 

Oh, how he loves! 
When the languid eye is straining. 

Oh, how he loves! 
When the feeble pulse is ceasing, 
Start not at its swift decreasing, 
'Tis the fettered soul releasing; 

Oh, how he loves! 

When the pangs of death assail thee. 

Oh, how he loves ! 
Christ is tfiine, he can not fail thee. 

Oh, how he loves ! 
Yes, thoueh death and hell endeavor, 
F^om his love thy soul to sever, 
Jesus is thy strength fbr ever; 

Oh, how he loves! 

Soon tn heaven we'll adore him, 

Oh, how he loves ! 
Cast our glitt'ring crowns before him| 

Oh, how he loves! 
When the victory is completed, 
And around his throne weVe seated. 
Then we'll sing and still repeat it; 

Oh, how he loves. • 
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CHRIST FEEDING THE MULTITUDE. 

Thb multitude is going away, 
But Jesus bids bis people stay ; 
A little while with Jesus stop, 
And gather all the fragments up* 

There's bread and 6sh for you and me, 
And plenty \nore for two or three ; 
Who would not, then, with Jesus stop, 
And ^ther all the fragments up? 

There's wine new from the lees refined 
If you for glory are inclined ; 
Come, then, with us and Jesus stop, 
Ajid gather all the fragments up. 

Come, and partake the rich repast. 
The best comes, ofttimes, at the lart; 
Your baskets fill up to the top, 
In love pack all the fragments up. 



SOLDIERS' HYMN. 

Come, soldiers, can't you arise and tell 

The wonders of Immanuel? 
Yes, bless the Lord, we can arise^and tell 

The wonders of Immanuel. 
He's been our captain, 'mid war's alarms, 
He fired our hearts with cry to arms ; 
We took the field, and with waving palms 

Returned in peace triumphant. 

Choeus — All glory to the Lamb of God ! 

Who pur^ased us with atoning blood ; 
O wash our hearts in the purple flood, 

And fit our souls for itrlnrv 
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Come ]and8meii, can't you arise tak& tell 

The wonders of Irnrnanuel ? 
Yes, bless the Lord, we can arise and tell 

The wonders of Im man uel. • 

He's brought us out of the miry clay, 
He set our feet on tlie king's highway, 
And now we bow to his pleasing sway, 

And press to endless glory. 



SOLDIERS' HYMN. 

Ye soldiers of Jesus, pray stand to your arms, 
Prepare for the battle, the gospel alarms; 
O be not faint-hearted, though he roars like a flood, 
He'll not stand before the bright armies of God. 
Chobus. — Glory be to Jesus, there's no friend like 
Jesus, 

Come with us, come with us, 

Come with us in love, 

Let's all march together, to heaven above. 

To battle, to battle, the trumpets do sound, 
The watchmen are crying fair Zion around; 
The signal of victory, hark! hark! from the sky; 
Shout, shout, ye brave armies, the watchman all cry. 

King Jesus is riding the white horse before. 
The watchman close after, the trumpets do roar. 
Some shouting, some singing, salvation they cry. 
In the strength of King Jesus, all hell we defy. 

The angelic armies with Zion combine. 
In robes of bright glory eternally shine. 
All shouting and singing, on yon happy shore 
Where wars and commotions can reach them no 
more. 

4* 
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WeMl join t&e bright barpen in anthems divine, 
Whose crown with bright diamonds the sun does 

outshine ; 
To the praise of King Jesus, we'll tune our harps then ; 
Salvation and glory to Jesus, amen. 



AND THE HOUSE OF THE LORD SHALL 

BE FILLED. 

4 

And the house of the Lord shall be filled 
"With glory, hallelujah. 
With glory, hallelujah. 
With glory, hallelujah, amen. 

Let the preacher be filled with thy love, 
Sing glory, hallelujah* 

Let the members be filled with thy love, 
Send the power. 

Let the children be filled with thy love, 
Send the power. 

Let the penitents be filled with thy love, 
Send the power. 

Let backsliders be filled with thy love, 
Send the power. 

And the work of the Lord shall revive, 
Send the power. 



MERCY'S FREE. 

Bt fiiith I see my Savior dying 
On the tree, on the tree. 

To every nation he is crying, 
Look to me, look to me. 



SFiRiTUAi. Bovam, 4B 

He bids the guilty now draw near, 
Repent, believe, dismiss their fear, 
Hark! hark! these precious words I liear, 

Mercy's free, mercy's free. 

» 
Did Christ, when I was sin pursuing, 

Pity me, pity me? 
And did he save my soul from ruin. 

Can it be, can it be ? 
O yes, he did salvation bring, 
He is my prophet, priest and king. 
And now my happy soul can sing, 
' Mercy's free, mercy's free. \ 



Jesus the mighty God hath spoken 

Peace to me, peace to me ; 
Now all my chains of sin are broken, 

I am free, I am free ; 
Soon as I in his name believed, 
The Holy Spirit I received. 
And Christ from death my soul retrieved, 

Mercy's free, mercy's free. 

Jehovah still my soul refreshes, 

Mercy's free, mercy's free, 
And every moment Christ is precious. 

Unto me, unto me ; 
None can describe the bliss I prove, 
JVhile through the wilderness I rove, 
AH may enjoy the Savior's love, 

Mercy's firee, mercy's free. 

Long as I live I'll still be crying, 

Mercy's free, mercy's free. 
And this shaJl be my song when dying, 

Mercy's free, mercy's free; 



I 
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^d when the vale of dea^ Pre pnnedy 
And Ibdg'd above the stormv blast, , 
ril sing while endless ages last, 
Mercy's free, mercy's free. 



CHRIST THE ROCK. 

In seasons of grief to my God Fll repair, - 

When my heart is o'erwhelmed with sorrows and 

care; 
From the ends of the earth, to thee will 1 cry, 
Lead me to the rock that is higher than L 

Cbobus. — ^Hallelujah, hallelujah, hallelujah to God, 

For he hath redeemed us with his own 
precious blood. 

When Satan, my foe, comes in like a flood. 
To drive my poor soul from the fountain of goody 
Fll pray to the Savior who kindly did die; 
Lead me to the rock that is higher than I. 

And when I shall close my pilgrimage here, 
In Jesus' righteousness let me appear; 
In the swellines ot Jordan on thee I'll reJy, 
And look on me rock that is higher than L 

And when the last trumpet shall sound through the 

skies, 
And the dead from the dust of the earth shalt arise ; 
As I soar in the air, to the angels I'll cry. 
Lead me to the rock that is higher than L 

And when I behold thee arrayed on thy throne, 
Fll fall at thy feet and there cast my crown; 
The malice of Satan and men Fll defy, 
When safe on the rock that is higher than L 
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Tis there I shall meet tfle dear ransomed flock, 
Who on earth drank the streams that flow'd fh>m thvi 

rock, 
With millions I'll join above yonder sky, 
To praise the dear rock that is hi^ier than L 



PREACHER'S FAREWELL HYMN. 
Tunt — Mercy's Free. 

Mr friends and hearers all adieu. 

Fare ye well, fare ye weM ; 
I can no longer stay with you. 

Fare ye well, fare ye well. 
My Master calls, I must away, 
In other parts to preach and pray, 
And I the glorious call obey. 

Fare ye well, fi^e ye well. 

Brethren and sisters in the Lord, 

Fare ye well, fare ye well ; 
We oft have feasted on his word. 

Fare ye well, fare ye well. 
But now those blissuil scenes are o'er, 
And I may never see you more, 
Till all the storms of life are o'er; 

Fare ye weH, fare ye well. 

Ye siners and backsliders too, 

Fare ye well, fare ye well. 
I oft have wept and prayed for you, J 

Fare ye well, fare ye weHl : 

But you my voice no more may hear. 
Till Christ shall in the cl4ids appear. 
And then you '11 meet your preacher there^ 

Fare ye well, fare ye well. 
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Ye heraldi of the dyin|f God, 

F&re ye well, fare ye well; 
Still point poor sinners to the blood, 

Fare ye well, fare ye well. 
Go tell them Jesus died to save, 
And snatch them from the gaping grave, 
And you a sure reward shall have ; 

Fare ye well, fare ye well. 

And you my little children dear, 

Fare ye well, fare ye well ; 
Mav you. at last in heaven appear. 

Fare ye well, ftre ye well ; 
And each receive a starry crown. 
And on a dazzling throne sit down, 
And claim a kingdom for your own ; 

Fare ye well, mre ye well. 

Until we all arrive in heaven. 

Fare ye well, fare ye well ; 
There friends asunder sha'nt be riven. 

Fare ye well, fare ye well. 
When landed on that happy shore. 
We then shall say farewell no more. 
There all our partings will be o'er. 

Fare ye well, fare ye well. 

JoHir Stamp. 



Come, angels! seize your harps of gold, 
The song of love to man unfold, 
As8ist^>ur joys, exhalt our praise. 
Another sinner's sav'd by grace; 
Glorv ! glory ! let ms sing, 
While heaven and earth with glorv riugi 
Hosannah to the Lamb of God ! 
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A leper wash'd from every stain, 
Requires a higher, louder straini 
The spiHts stamp'd and seal'd within, 
The blood of Christ has cleans'd from sin ; 
Satan feels his power is gone, 
He fiills like lightning from his throne, 
Hosannah to the Lamb of -God! 

Come, let us sing, and pray, and praise, 
For soon this warring strife shall cease: 
When lost in lore — o'erflow'd with God, 
With Christ we take our blessM abode, 
Hark ! the trumpet speaks bim nigh, 
Hark ! he comes ! while myriads cry, 
Hosannah to the Lamb of God ! 

We little flock, by all contemn'd, 
O'erlooked, unknown, despised, condemned, 
With names traduced, and lives a^bborred. 
We suffer with our murdered Lord ; 
Yet still the flames ascend the higher, 
We'll burn triumphant in the fire : 
Hosannah to the Lamb of Grod ! 



THE HEAVENLY SHOUT. 
7\me — Glory! glory! 

Prat what's the reason, when you meet, 

You make so great a noise ? 
Because the Lord comes in our hearts ; 

And shall we not rejoice ! 

* Rebuke them," cry the pharisees; 

But Jesus turns about, 
And isays, " If these should hold their peace. 

The stones woul^then cry out 
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It matters not what men may say, 

Or call us here beloW ; 
We mean to sing, and shout, and pray, 

Till we to glory go. 



Tune — Will you come to the Bower? 

WiLii you come to the banquet of Jesus's love ? 
Tour nire shall be glorious — sent down from above : 
Will you, will you, will you, will you, 

Come to the feast ? 
Will you, will you, will you, will you, 
Come to the feast? 

Will you walk along with me in the pleasant fields 

of grace ? 
Here's many a flower whose beauteous form has 
never met thy gaze ; 
Will you, &c.. 

Walk along with me ? 

Wih you come to the fountain of Jesus's blood f 
• 'Twill wash away your guilty stains, and recondle to 
God: 
Will you, &c.. 

Try its virtue now? 

Will you bathe in the river of everlasting life ? 
Its stream will cool the feverish heat found in tempta- 
tion's strife : 
Will you, &C., 

rlunge into the flood? 

Will you sail with me upon the sea — the ocean of 

God^s love ? 
That breeze shall nevisr x^hange about which wafts 
our souls above: 
Will you, &C., 

Sail along with me ? 



\ 
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Will you aeek with me a country at present out of 

. sight? 
But from that world, upon our path, there shines a 
beam of light: 
Will you, &c., 

Go to heaven with me ? 

SECOND PART. 

Will you go to the concert of angels in light? 
Their goden harps shall thrill thy soul with 'glorious 
delight : 
Will you &c., 

Go to heaven with me ? 
Will you go along with me to the land of endless 

bliss? 
The joys of that shall make amends for all the cares of 
tkia: 
Will you, &c.. 

Go to heaven with me ? 

Will you rest with me to-night on the pillow of God's 

peace ? 
From worldly toil, and vexing care, 'twill grant you 
sweet release : 
Will you, &c.. 

Give your heart to God? 

Will you see with me the glorious Sun of Righteous- 
ness arise ? 
Its cheering bpams shall wipe away those dew-drops 
from thine eyes: 
Will you, &c , 

Trust in Jesus now? 

Will you mount along with me in the chariot of 

fire? 
Leave earth behind, and to eternal sunshine ai^ire? 
Will you, &e., 

Mount along with me? 



00 ^rmiTOAL 80N0S. 



LOTS WIFE. 

How prone are professora to rest on their lees, 
To study tbeir profit, their pleasure and eaee. 
The* God says, ^rise, and escape for your life. 
And look not behind you — ^remember Lot's wife! 

Awske fh>ni your slumber, the warning believe; 
Tis Jesus that warns you, the message receive; 
While dangers are pending, escape for your life, 
And look not behind you^-remember Lof s wife ! 

The first bold apostate will attempt you to stay; 
And tell you, no dangers are (bund in the way; 
He means to deceive you, escape for your lite, 
And look not behind you — ^remember Lol^e wife! 

Bow many poor eouls has the serpent beguiled ! 
With specious temptations how many defiled! 
Then be not deluded, escape for your life. 
And look not behind you — ^remember Lot's wife! 

The ways of religion tme pleasures afford. 
No pleasures can equal the joys of the Lord; 
Forsake, then, the world, and escape for your life, 
And look not behind you — ^remember Lot's wife ! 

But if you 're determined the call to refuse, 
And venture the way of destruction to choose ; 
For bell you shall part with the blessing of life, 
And thoD| if not now, yoa'U remember Lot's wifel 
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THte GOSPEL SHIP. 

2Vfic— Glory, glory, glory. 

The gospel ship — she is on sail ; 

SiDg glory, Hallelujah, 
And every day she does prevail, sing glory; 
S be has on board a faap()y crew, 
And J^us is our captain too, 
We liave the promised lapd in view, sing glory. 
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We 've many thousand souls on board, sing ^ory: 

All well equippM with shield and^word, sing glory* 

And, stancfing as a watch on guard, 

To face our foes we are prepar'd I 

We are pressing for the great reward, sio^^lory. ' 

Sometimes a boisterous sea oomes on, sing glory. 

But Jesus speaks, and soon it*s gone, sing glory, 

Come, see what Christ our Lord can do. 

We '11 trust him all our passage through, 

And with the promis'd land in view, sing glory. 

Come, all you wanderers on the shore, sing glory, 

There's room for you and thousands more, sing glory, 

Forsake your sins and join the crew, 

And then you will be happy too. 

For you will have the prize in view, sing glory. 

• 

Some say we are a noisy crew, sing glory; 
We shout for joy— oh yes, it's true, sing glory 
Who can forbear, with all their might. 
To praise and pray, both *day and night. 
With such a glorious prize in sight? sing gloiy. 



4-\ 



SU 8PI11ITUAL BONM. 

Let every heart and every voice sing glory; 
We are commanded to rejoice^ aing glory; 
And Mrhen we reach the happy shore, 
Sorrow and sin shall be no more, 
And then we shall for evermore sing glory. 



HYMN FOR A REVIVAL. 

7\me — Poor Mary Ann. 

Jxsus Christ is n^it amongst us, 

Only believe. 
He is here to bless and save us, 

Only believe. 
He is loving, kind, and gracious. 
And his blood is efficacious ; 
Every soul may feel him precious, 

Only believe. 

Is there one that's seeking pardon ? 

Only believe. 
Cast on him your heavy burden. 

Only believe. 
Let not Satan longer grieve you. 
Nor the world and sin deceive you ; 
Christ the Lord will now receive you, 

Only believe. 

Is there one who has backslidden ? 

Only believe. 
You have walked in paths forbidden, 

Only believe. 
Oh, how sinful thus to leave him. 
Thus to slight, despise, and grieve him; 
But again you may receive him, 

Only believe. 
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Is there who wants sanctiiyiDg? 

Only believe. 
Jesus' blood is purifying. 

Only believe. 
Glory, honor, praise, and power. 
Be unto the Lamb for ever; 
From all sins he does deliver, 

Only believe. 



LOOK TO THE CROSS. 
JTuTie — p5or Mary Ann. 

Cous, poor guilty, antlous mourner, 

I^k to the cross; 
Leave the proud, the gay, the scomer-^ 

Look to the cross. 
Lift an eye of faith to Jesus, 
He from sin's hard bondage frees us. 
When we grieve his grace can ease us; 

Look to the cross. 

Bow in humble prayer before him— 

Look to the cross. 
Now by hope and love adore him— > 

Look to the cross, 
Let thy guilt no more distress thee, 
Peace and pardon soon shall bless thee. 
And the Savior's love carress thee; 

Look to the cross. 

Jesus waits to grant his favor. 

Look to the cross; 
He's an all sufficient Savior, 

Look to the cross; 
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Though tby crimee reach high jil heaToa, * 
Thou 'gainst grace and truth hast striven, 
Here the vilest are forgiven, 
Look to the cross. 

Dost thou feel thy spkit harden? 

Look to the cross ; 
See repentance joined with pardon. 

Look to the cross ; 
Hear what words of grace are spoken, 
. Love presents her highest token, 
Gaze till thy hard heart is broken. 

Look to the cross^^^* 
• 
Wfuldst thou hear thy Savior claim thee? 

•. Look to the cross. 
Wouldst thou feel his love ioflame thee? 

Look to the cross; 
Harkf he speeks, but not in thunder, 
Hear, O earth, let angels wonder, 
** I have snapp'd thy chains aeundelr, 

Look to my cross. 

Thence. f}<i98 full and free salvation, 

•iioA^ tothe croes; 
Bought for all of every nation, 

Look to the cross; 
Life and joy for all the dying. 
Come, 'tis offer'd without buying, 
Dry thy tears and stay thy sighing, 

Ijoplfte the cross. John ^tamp. 



SAILING TO GLORY. 

We'r* saiFrng to a better world, 

fling glory, haHelujah; 
Our every sail is* now unfurled, 

gKng glory, halleliyah. 



.. Dur Jmuk doei the vessel aleer, 
' Sing glory, hallelujah. 
The hQaTeDly port we 're drawing netr, 
8iDg glory, hallelujah. 

Our ship's the vessel of free grace, 

Sing glory, hallelujah ; 
The heavenly port's our IsndiDg jdaoe, 

Siog^gtory, halklujah. 

The praphets in Aia ship went iMtne 

Sing glory, hallelujah ; 
But Htilt n guilty world may come, . 

Biog glory, hallelujah. 

Apostles, mBrtyrs, Wesley, too, 

Sing glory, hniielujab, 
The beaveniy Pilot eteerad tbem thnu^ 

' Sing glory, ballelujali. 

And bless the Lord I Ve got on bosrd. 

Sing glory, hallelujah; 
My compass is God's holy wor4 

Sing glory, hallelujah. 

And when the heavenly port wo gain, 

Sing glory, halloujah, 
We '11 sing the Lnmb for nniien dain, 
Sing glory, hallelujab- 
CROKni— 'They hv we are k noiay crewt 

But tbafs DOtall, w^oibap^ t«o. 
JosJi Sn 
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THE CROSa 

Tune— Will you go? 

Thk Savior laid his crown aside, 

For the cross, 
And there for all the world he died, 

On the cross ; 
His cheeks were smote, his flesh was torn, 
His sacred temples felt the thorn, 
While heaven and earth in darkness mourn. 

Round the cross. 

Our sins were all upoi^ him laid. 

On the cross; 
For ail he hath atonement made, 

On the cross ; 
His pierced feet, his hands and side, 
Pour forth redemption's healing tide , 
L]fe% cleansing fount was open'd wide, 
- On the cross. 

* 

ten thousand foes did him surround. 

On the cross; 
But lo ! he did tl^em all confound, 

On the cross ; 
His heavenly Father veiPd his face. 
While devils throng'd the sacred place; 
Still he redeemed our fallen race. 

On the cross. « 

Oh! haste, my soui, and see him die, 

On the cross. 
Hark ! hear that last expiring ciyv 

Oa tbecrosa 
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He says, I suffer'd this for thee, ^ ' 

Approach Id faith the blood-suin'd tree, 
And thou shah my salvation see; 
On the cross. 

Oh, come, poor sinner, come with me^ 

To the cross 
There's blood-bought pardon flowing fire^ 

From the cross ; 
He waits to wash your sins away. 
Arise! this is the gospel day; 
Make haste, poor sinner come away. 

To the cross. 

When foes assail, oh, may I fly, 

To the cross ; 
When strength shall fail, oh, let me die, 

Near the cross ; 
And when I reach fair Salem's plain. 
And join yon high and dazzling train, 
Fll sing the Lamb for sinners slain, 

On the cross. John Stamp. 



WHAT'S THE NEWS! 

TSme — ^Mercy's Free. 

Whske^xr we meat, ^ou alwajrs say, 

What's the news? 
Pray whafs the order of the day? 

What's the news? 
Oh, I have good news to tell. 
My Jesus hath done all things well. 
Has triumph'd over death and hdl; 
That'iEi tha news. 



BPIIUTniL lOIfOB. 

The Lamb was slain on Calvary, 
To set a world of ainners free ; 
For OS he bow'd his sacred head, 
For us his precious blood was shed, 
And he is risen from the dead ; 
That's the new*. 

To heaven again the Conqu'ror's gonei 
He's seated now upon his throne ; 
Upon that throne he will reinain 
Until, as judge, he conaes again, 
Attended by his dazzling train ; 
That's the news. 

His work's reviving all around, 
And many have Messiah found; 
And since, their souls have caught the flame, 
They shout hosannah to his name, 
And all around they spread his fiime; j» 

That's the news. 

The Lord has pardoned all my sin, ' 
I feel the witness now within ; 
And «nce he took my guilt away. 
And tauglit me how to watch and pray 
Fm happy now from day to day; 
That's the news. 

And Jesus Christ can save you too, 
Your sinful heart he can renew^- 
Tbis moment, if for sin you grieve , 
This moment, if you do believe, 
A fuH acquittal \ou 11 receive; 
That's the news. 

And then, if any one should say. 

What's the news ? 
Oh, tell them you Ve began to prajf 

That's the news; 



That you have join'd t!:e conquenDg iNind 
And now, at God's divine command, 
You Ve marching to the better land; 
That's the news. 



HOSANNAH. 

See, Israel in the wilderness, 

Where fed by heavenly manna, 
And souls, through Jesus righteousness, 

Delight to sing Hosannah. 
O glorious theme, redemption's scheme, 

That made us sing Uesannah,^ 
Our rapture seemed a heaveiriy dream. 

When first we sang Hosanoab. 

AH round the camp each night it fell, 

And Israel call it manna, 
But Jesus saves our souls from hell, 

And we must sing Hosannh. 
Here's living bread, here's living bread. 

In Christ, O sing Hosannali ; 
For us he groaned, for us he bled|. 

Ye ransomed, sing Uosannah. 

From heaven descending, down it came, 

Each tent was filled with manna; 
All glory to the precious name, 

Of Christ, come sing ilosanoah. 
The bread of God, the bread of God, 

Is Christ, then sing Hosannah ; 
Redeemed by Jesus' precious blood. 

We'll praise and shout Hosannah. 

Each day the host were well supplied, 
Double for Sabbath manna; 
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Thus Christ for us was crucified. 
Sing twice as much Hosannah. 

On Lord's day sing, on Lord's day sing, 
To Jesus loud Hosannah ; 

Praise Him, our soul's redemption king, 
In Zion Sing Hosannah. 

SECOND PART. 

Men, women, children, gathered food, 

And forty years ate manna; 
But Jesus gave his fiesh and blood 

To feed .our souls, Hosannah. 
Lord evermore, Lord evermore. 

Give us this bread, Hosannah ; 
Immanuel our souls adore, 

On him we'll live, Hosannah. 

The doors of heaven opened wide. 

He rained down com as manna ; 
A soldier pierced the Savior's side, 

Redemption flowed, Hosannah. 
Water and blood, water and blood. 

To save and cleanse, Hosannah ; 
This fountain rolls a crimson flood. 

Here wash my soul, Hosannah.* 

Humble and tried for forty yean*, 

He fed them still with manna; 
But Jesus poured strong cries and teorby 

To save from hell, Hosannah ; 
Tis angels' food, 'tis angels' food. 

To sing his love, Hosannah ; 
But we cap sing of precious blood, 

Much more than they Hosannah. 
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When Israel conquered Canaan's land, 

They ceased to gather manna ; 
But when we reach our golden strand, 

We '11 never cease, Hosannah. 
Eternally, eternally, 

We 'II sing and 'praise, Hosannah, 
With saints and angels gloriously, 

We' 11 chant the song, Hosannah* * 

THIRD PART. 

The ark within the veil contained 

Their golden pot of manna; 
But Christ being come, has glory gained 

Our great high priest, Hosannah« 
The holy place, the holy place, 

Hd entered in, Hosannah ; 
Redemption and eternal grace 

Is food for us, Hosannah. 

Our fathers in the wilderness 

Are dead, who lived on manna; 
But Jesus' blood and righteousnoss 

Give endless life, Hosannah. 
His flesh and blood, his flesh and blood 

Is meat and drink, Hosannah ; 
May this be all our daily food, 

'f hrough faith and hope, Hosannah. 

"To him that overcomes,' he said, 

**ril give this hidden manna," 
Give u», O Lord, this daily bread, 

To strengthen us, hosannah* 
Victorious, victorious. 

We '11 never die, Hosannah : 
But live for ever glorious. 

On Christ, and sing Hosannah. 
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The multitude rejoiced «nd sang, 

. On Salem's road, Hoaanoab ; 
AD glory in tbf highest, rang 

For Christ our heavenly manna. 
Immediately the stones wc^Id cry, 

Did we not sing Uosannah ; 
Then lift your hearts and souls on high, 

And join to sing Hosannah. 

FOURTH PART. 

i 

The children in the temple cried, 

To David's son, Hosannah ; 
Chief priests and scribes the song denkf 

Shall children sing Hosannah ? 
Suckling and babes, suckling «nd babei^ 

Shall perfect praise, Hosannah ; 
To still the foe, souls overflow. 

And chant and sing Hosannah. 

Behold in heaven a glorious throne. 

There's Christ our glorious manna^ 
like jasper and a sardine stone. 

With rainbow truth, Hosannah. 
Like emerald, an evergreen 

Encircled round, Hosannah ; 
His covenant of grace is seen, 

Brilliant and sure, Hosannah. 

By faith enlisted, now Pll sing, 

My ration is this manna; 
A good soldier of Christ, my king, 

Oh, I would sing Hosannah. 
Brave soldier like, brave soldier like^ 

I '11 serve for daily manna ; 
His royal standard never strike 

It waves on high, Hosannah. 
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reach home before I do, 
^ ' ith sfiiots to sing Hosannab, 
jll them, by grace, I 'm conftig too, 
JTo sing, with them, Hosannah. • 

Farewell to sin, I 'Ji mount and sin^, 

Vjcforious, Hosannah, 
I 'II conquer all through Christ, my king^ 
For ever sing Hosannah.. ' 



^BABYLON'S FALLEN. 

Hail the day, so long expected, 

Hoi the year of full release ; 
Zion'ftjralls ai:e now erected. 

And tbe*wAtchmen live in peace. • 
From tlie distant courts of Zion, 

The shrill trumpets loudly roar, 
Babylon's fallen, fallen, fallen — 

Babylon's fallen to rise no more. 

Hark, and hear the people crying, . 

See the city disappear. 
Trade and traffic all is dying, 

Lo they sing to rise no more ; 
Merchant who have bought her traffic, 

Crying, from a distant shore, 
Babylon's fallen, fallen, fallen — 

Babylon's fallen to rise no more. 

All her merchants cry with wonder^ 

What is this that's come to pass? 
Murmuring like some distant thunder. 

Crying, Oh! alas! alas! 
Swell the sounds, ye kings and nobles 

Priests and people, rich and poor. 
Babylon's fallen, fallen, fallen, 

Babylon's fallen to rise no more. 



. Lot her capl&in8«« returning, 

Up to Zion see them fly; ^ 
WMte theT^avenly hosvrejoicinf, . 

♦ Shout and echo through the sky. 
• See the ancientft of the city 
Terrified at the nproarf 
Babylon's fallen, fallen, fiallen— 
•Babylon's Igillen toa"ise no more. 

Tune your harp8,«ye W^avenly choh", 
* Shout, ye followers of the Lam^; 
gee the city dl on fire, 

dap your hands and blow the flame, 
Now'a^e day of compensation, 

Hope and mercy now is o'er; 
Babyfco's fallen, fallen, faUpn— 

llfibylon's fallen to rise no mora. 
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2\£ne— Holy War. 

What wondrous love is this ? 

O my soul, O my soul! 
What wondrous love is this, O my soul? 
What wondrous love is this? 
Which caused the Lord of bliss, 
To bear the dreadful curse, 

For my soul. 

When I was sinking down, sinking down, sinking 

down, . , . ,. 

When I was sinking down, smkmg down. 
When I was sinking down, 
Beneath God's awful frown, 
Christ laid aside his crown 

For my muh 



When Ibegan to prayfbr iay t«lil, for nrf iteL 
Wbeii I began to pray for my sou]| * • 
"Wi^ii 1 began lo pray, * 

^Thus the word of God did say, • . 

fihi^ is the truth ami the way, 
For tby soul? 

He eJied his l|%AVen1y light in my «oul, io ftty soul, * 
He sned his tieavenly light in^my soul, 
' He shed his heavenly 4igh% 
To disperse the gloom of night, 
Now jt shines with radiance bright, . 

In my soul. * * 

% 

. A BETTER COUNTRy . 

TosRE is a better world on faiffh> 

Will you go? 
Far, far above this lower sky; 

Will you go ? 
Where blissful spirits rob'd in white, 
And angels cloth'd in garments bright. 
In songs of rapt'rous joy unite. 
* Willjou go? ^ 

There brilliant walls, like dimonds shine; 

Will you go ? 
Inlaid with gems df tints divme ; 

Will you go? ^ 

Rf^splepdent gates of pearl oppose 
All entrance unto Zion^s foes, 
And safe its golden streets enclose, 

Will you go ? 

There light, and love, and glory dwnll; 

Will you go? ♦ 

Unknown are sin, and death and hell; i 

Will you go? 6» f 



Mof even there the heilying sigh; 
The dew-drop, from the tearful eye; 
The aching heart, or mourner's cry ; 
. WUl you go? 

There Jesus reigns in glosious state; 

Will you go? • . . 

•fio thousand thousands round nim waitj 

Will you go? 
Cherubic legions vitike the song, 
Seraphic hosts the theme prolong 
^hich fills eaah ransom'd sinner's tongue ; 

Will you go? 

All heat'en resounds with noblest praise; 

Will you go? 
All hearts pour forth their sweetest lays;* 

Will you go? 
Jesus, ''the Lamb once slain," they sing; 
To him their great&l tribute bring, 
And bless their Savior and their Kiog; 

Will you go? 

Come! let us seek this better lani^^ 

Will you go? 
Come! let us join 'this heav'nly band; 

Will you go ? * 
O'er sin, and sense, and Satan prove 
Victorious through Jesus' sov'reign loye; 
Thin rise to swell the choir above; 

Will you go? 
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QOD IS LOVE. 

TunB — Will you go? 

What soudcI is this thro' heaven resoundiJ^^T-God if 

love ; 
From earth I hear the song rehounding — God is love. 
Yes, while adoring hosts proclaim 
Love is his nature, love his name, 
My Boul in rapture eries the same— God J8 love. 

This song repeat, ye saints in.glor]^ — God js love; 
And saints on earth, shout ba^k the story — God ii 

love; 
Inlhis let heaven and earth agree, 
To sound his love both full and free, • 

And let the theme for ever be — Grod is love. 

Creation's thousand tongues proclaiming — God if 

love ? 
And providence unites, exclaiming — God is love ; 
But let the burden VI sinner hear 
Th<)'gospel sounding, loud-and^lear. 
To every soul, both ftir and 4iear-^(jpd is love. 

m 

This heavenly love all round is ilow^ — God is love; 
And in my heart the fire is glowimr — God is love; 
That ** God is love," 1 know full well, 
And had I power his love to tell, ^^ 

With loudest notes my song shquld s^Wl — God is 
love. 

The love of God is now my pleasnre — God is love} 

Thin, only thio, shLlI be my treasure — God is love; 

This theme shall be my song below, 

And when I home to glory go. 

This strain eternally shaH flow — God is lore. 
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WILL YCfU GO? 

^ . JVne—- « What's the News? 

WIT are traveling home to heaven above. 

Will you go? 
To sing the Savior's dying love ; 

Will you go? 
Millions hdve reach'd that happy shofe, 
Their toils an9 sufierings now are o'er, 
And yet there's room for millions more; 

Will you go ? 

Wo are going to walk fitjrplains of light, 

• WMyougo? 

To where there's neitner death nor nighty 

Will you go? 
The crown of light we then shall wear, 
The conqueroi^s palm we then shall bear, 
And ail the joys of heaven shall share, 

^Will you go ? 

We an||foiii(^to see*the bleeding Lamb, 

Will you go? 
In rapturoiM strains to praise his name ; 

Will you go? 
Our ilun will there no more go dowq, 
Our moon no more will be withdrawn. 
Our days of mourning will be gone; 

Will you go? 

The way to heaven is free ftr all, 

Will you go? 

For Jew and Gentile, great and small, 

Will you go? 
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Make iip your minds, give <%d your hmrtf 
With every sin and idol part, 
And now for glory make a start; 

Will you go ? 

The way to heaven is strait and plain^ . ^ 

Will you go ? 

Repent, believe, bo born again ; * 

WHT you go ? 

The Savior cries aloud to thee, 

''Take up, thy crosa and follow me, 

And thou shalt my salvation see," 

Will you go ? 

Ob, could I hear some sinner say, 

I will go? 
I '11 start this moment, clear the way 

Let me go; 
My old companiont, fare ve well, 
I will not go with you to hell, 
I mean with Jesus Christ to dwell. 

Let me go. R. JtrKSi. 

SEconA rMn, 

Yes, by the help of Jesus' Rrae% *■' 

I will g»! 
I '11 travel to the heavenly place, 

I will go! 
My new companions are so kind, 
I '11 leave the world and sin behind. 
With them the promis'd rest to find, 

I will go! 

I feel I 'm on tbe road to heaven. 

Let me go! 
I know my sins are all forgiven, 

JjOt me go! 
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GodNi people tliey shall be my chAiCQ, 
I hear my Shepherd's cheering voice, 
Which makes my very aoul rejoice ! 

Let me go. 

* 

My soul is bound for endless bliss, 

Let me go ! 

What hath the world to equal this? 

Let me go ! 

My vain amusements all adieu, 

My soul has bad enough of you ; 

My father's house appears in view ; 

Let me go. 

Some of our friends have cross'd the flood. 

Let me go I 

They 've joined yon army, bought with blood, 

Let me go ! 

They now ar^ looking out for me, 

Bearing their palms of victory, 

AbnL I shall them io glory see ; 

Let me go. 

I soon sfaan wear my starry crown, 

Let me go! 

And on my fiber's throne eit down. 

Let me go ! 

My race on earth is nearly run, 

The battle it is nearly won, 

My Savior smiles, and says, ''Well done'" 

Let me go. 

Hark! hark! my Master calls me home, 

Let n)e go ! 

Ten thousand angels bid me come, 

Let me go; 
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Far^weli, my friends, adieu, adieu. 
The va}<f of death rm inarching through, 
And when you come I 'Jl welcome you; 

Let me go ! 
« John Stamp. 



THE OLD BHIP OF ZION—NEGRO HYMN. 

Ti«ne— .Clifl; 

Can you tell me what ship is a g:oing for to sail ? 

Ob, glory, hallelujah. 
Yes, the old ship of Zion. - 

Hallelujah. 

Can you tell me what is her captain's name? 
King Jesus is her captain. 

Hallelujah. 

Can you tell me what rules they have on faoaM? 
Oh, it is loving one another. ^ •'^^ 

Hallelujah. 

Do you think she is well built? and her timbers, are 

they strong? 
Why she's built of gospel timber. 

Hallelujah. 

Can you tell me what cargo she has on board? 
Yes, she is full of happy Christians. 

Hallelujah. 4| , 

Can you tell me the port to which she is bound I 
She is bound for the port of glory. 

Hallelujah. 
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Can you tell me the fare that her passen^gli mtut 
pay ? . *• 

Oh, the king has paid the passage. 

Hallelujah. 

Can you tell me the flag that is flying at her mast? 
Oh, it is the bleeding lAmb. 

Hallelujah. 

Do you think she'll be able to land her crew? 
Ob, she has landed many a thousand. 

Hallelujah. 

m 

Can you tell me what is her compass and chiut? 
Ctod's word and Holy Spirit. 

Hallelujah. 

Can you tell me how long she has sail'd life's sea? 
Nearly six thousand ageB. 

Hallelujah. 

Can you tell who will steer through the harbor of 
4eatb? 
#4M^the Savior is the pilot. 

Hallelujah. 

Let thcwind blow high, or the wind blow low, 
'Tis a pleasant sail to Canaan. 

Hallelujah. 

Can you And us a place if we come on board ? 
Oh, we 've room for countless millions. 

HalHujah. 

Qp you tell me if this ship any pirates e?er meets? 
O^ she 's met and routed hundreds. 

Halieliuab. 



Can you^ll me if her seilorB will get their bounty 

money"? 
Yes, an everlasting peDsion. 

Hallelujah* 
Altered et John Stamp. 



THE CHRISTIAN SAILOR. 

JhAne — ^The Lord of Sunderland, 

Fye launched my bark for glory, and left the world 

befaiud, 
Determin'd for the harbor that's out of sight to find; 
Fve left my -worldly pleasure, likewise my worldly 

fame, 
I Ve left my old companions, and with them my good 

name. 
Chorus.— Sing glory, hallelujal|, O glory, hallelujah. 

My sins are all forgiy'n, which did aaanountains rise. 

My title^s clear for heaven, yon country in the skies; 

Grod's saints are my companions, I 'm bound for end- 
less day. 

And though the storms are raging, I'll sail along the 
way. 

Fm now a Christian sailor, one of the noisy crew; 
I shout when I am happy, and that I mean to do; 
Some say I am too noisy, I know the reason why, ^ 
And if they felt the glory, they'd shout as well as I. 



They sing and shout in heaven, it is their heart's d 

light, 

I shout when I am happy, and that with all my might; 
I've Jesus Christ within me, he's turned the devil out, 
And when I feel the glory, it makes me sing and 

shout 7 



life's rough oOMn, whh^orj^ port 

'a royri Pilot will steer the vessel through i 

victory's lioisied though war stiips they 

gh, 

le my Cnptain and every foe defy 

gloryVi open, iDy Master calls me home, 
golden atreeis of iho New Jerusalem ; 
r death's dark river; hut when I join Ilia 

iVorever rU roll the theme along. 

Altebed bt JobvStamp. 



I my rrosB have taken, 

I leave and follow thee; 

poor, despie'd forsaken, 

, from hence, my all shall be ; 

Bvejry Ibnd an bition, 

re sought, or hop'd or kaowp; 

IV rich is my condition, 

ind heaven are still niy own I 

world diapise and leave fne; 

have Ivit my Siivior too; 
I hearts and looks deceive me — 
I art not, like tlieoi, untrue; 
hilsl ihou shnlt smile upon me, 
of wisdom, love, and niight, 
lay hare, and frienda disown me 
r thy face, and all is bilghl. 



servine pain is pleasure, 
thy favor loss is gain ; 
n, earthly fame and treasure. 
B disaster, scorn, and pain; 
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I faare called thee Abba, Father, 

I have set my heart on thee ; 
Storms may how], and clouds ipay gather 

All must work for good to me* 

Man may trouble and distress me, 

'Twill but drive me to thy breast; 
Life with trials hard may press me, 

Heaven wil^ bring me sweeter rest; 
O ! 'tis not in grief to harm me, 

Whil«j thy love is left to me, 
O ! 'twere not in joy to chariri me, 

Werff that joy unmix'd with thee. 

Soul, then know thy full salvation — 

Rise ^^f&s sin, and fear, and care 
Joy to find, in ev'ry station. 

Something still to do or bearf 
Think what spirit dwells within thee! 

Think what Father's smiles are thine! 
Think that Jesus 'died to win thee! 

Child of heav'n ! canst thou repine ? 

Haste thee on from grace to glory, 

Arm'd by faith and wing'd by pray'r; 
Heaven's eternal joy's before thee, 

God's own hand shall guide thee there: 
Soon shall close thy earthly mission. 

Soon shall pass thj pilgrim days — 
Hope shall change to glad fruition, ^ 

Faith to sight, and prayer to praise. 



LiKK a ship, see the Church, through the ocean she 

rolls, 
Shft's freighted with grace, and well mann'd out 

souls! 



T-- 



Widrt «4iir1iriDds ud tempMU, ahe nHa throogfa the 

Wliile atoriD* of temptatioD agsiDSI her are kurrd. 

She'a bound frdm the world, through the iBDipeatBlie 

Bbe mourns o'er the billows, is bound for the ikiea; 
While Christ etsnds at the helm, no danger she'll 

faar ; _ 

Her captain and pilot knows which way to Steer. 

Sbe stops not to anchor in barbors below, 
. But o'er life's rough pillows her true course doth go; 
The faighlands of Leaven she still keeps in new, 
Tntenils there to anchor, and there land her crew. 

While hell and its legions around hel* do roar, 
Xike WBVel of the ocean, that break on the shore, 
She steers ber course qpward, Dor feels she ahrm,' 
With Christ in the vessel, shb amiles U the stonn. 

The ebb tide o^ nature, wbicb feeds the dead sea. 
And the gulf of confusion, do both agree. 
To hinder her progresa, her march to oppose. 
But spreads forth canivis and outsails ber foeib 

tube's hated by worldlings, despia'd bj fools 
Who sail tt)p black aeB.till they shipwreck their souls; 
^he kindly invites them, their course to bewail. 
Yet tarries not for them, hut spreads the more saiL 

She's rapidly sailing, with strong gales of lore; 

Will soon strike soundings on the Air ooast above; 
of heaven, and enter the road, 
in the Kingdom of Goi 
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Soon will our suff'ring time be o'er, 

When we shall weep and sigh no more. - . . « 

Chorus — Roll on, roll on, sweet moments roll on, 
And let these poor pilgrims go home, go 
home! 

Jesus himself shaH guide our way, 
- 'Till safe we rest in endless day. 

A few more rolling years at most, 
Will land us safe on Canaan's coast. 

From sleeping clay and beds of dust, 

Our Jesus will call home the just 

■ 

Our ransom'd souls shall soar away, 
To praise our God in endless day. 

Wllen landed on the he»renly shore, ^ * . . 

Death and the curse shall be no more.' 

And when we Christ in gibry meet, 
Our thrilling hopes will be complete* 

Then shall we sing the song of grace, • 

Safe in our glorious hiding place. « 

Each soul shall feel what glories shine * 

In our Immanuel all divine. 

Fill'd with his light, and life and joy 
shall our ei'xy hour employ. 



n 



^* 
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-A poor wayfaring man of grie^ " 
Hatli tiAen crowM me oa my way, 
' Wh4^ au«<l so bumbly iWr relks^ 
^ ^hat I <fould never a»8%v«r nay ; 
. I had ob pewvV to aak liw aame, 
Wkilii^r he went or whence lie joame, 
Y«i; there iraa seipetliing Ut bit eyl^ 
.That vroa my lore I %b6w no$ why. 

■ 

Onoe when my acanty tneal was apreac^ 

0^ eateif d, oot a word he spake — 
iwt perishmg ibr want of bread, 
* I gave hiiu all, be1)Tes8^d and brake,. 
Attd ata, but gave me pert again ; 
-«' Mine was mo angei*6 i^ortion then 1 
* And*whtle I fed i^itb eai^er haste, 
Tk^ trust Was maiina to my taste. 






J tfpied htm where a iwntam burst, 
.* Clcttt-^Fom tire rock, Ms strength was gdn% 
' . The heedless water mocked his tbirs^ 
Bm heard it, saw it hurrying on : 
I ran and raisM the sufferer .up — 
Thrice from the stream he drained my oup^ 
"*■ Dinp'd, and returnM it running o'er, 
«fc ' I drank, and never thirsted more! 

Twas nigfat. The floods were out; it blew 

A wintVy hurricane aloof, 
I heard his voice abroad, and flew 

To bid him welcome to my roof, 
I warmM, I cloth'd, I cheerM my guest, 
Laid him on mine own couch to rest: 
Then made the earth, my bed, and seem'd 
Ip Eden's garden while I dream'd. 



8tripp'4, wounded, beaten ni^ to defttb» *• 

1 fbinid bim by the highway aide; 
I rous'd Ills pulse, brought back bis breatb| 

Revived his spirii, and supplied, 
Wiiie, oil, refreshment ; he vvaa heaPd— 
I bad myself a wou4)d conceal'd*-* 
But from that hour forgot ^e smart, 
And peae» bound up my brokea heart. 

In prison I saw him next condemnM 
To meet a traitor^s doom at morn ; 

The tide of lying tongues I stemm'd, 
And honoPd him ^mid shame and scorn; ^ 

My friendship's utmost zeal to try, 

Be ask'd if I for him would did 

TFie flesh was weak, my blood ran chill, 

But the free spirit cried, " I will ! *' 

Tlien, in a moment, to my view, 
Tne stranger started from* disguise— 

The tokens in his hands 1 Icnew--*- ' • 

My 8avior stood before my e¥e8! ' 

He spake, and my poor name he nam 

^Of me thou hast not been asham'd; 

These deeds shall thy memorial ba, 

Fear not, thou didst it unto me!^ 



TREMENDOUS TRUTH. 

Sin is the living worm, the lasting fire, 
Hell soon would lose its heat could sin expire; 
Better sinless in hell, than to be where 
Heaven is, and to be found a sinner there. 
One sinless, with infernals might do well. 
But sin would make of heaven a very hell. 
Look to thyself and keep it out of dSor, 
Lest it get in and never leave thee morlT, 



VIRITUAL SOICOS* 

NcMPfifttch haff sin but God in all the world, 
Men, ^ngela has it from their station liurled, 
Holds tbem in chains as captives, in despite 
Of ail that here l)elow is called migh^ 
Release, bel^), freedom from it none can give, 
But even he by whom we breathe and live. 

Watch, therefore, keep this giant out of door,. 

Lest if QDce in, thou get him out no more. ' 

Fools make a mock at sin, will not believe 
It carries such a dagger in its sleeve; 
How can it be, say they, that such a tMng, 
60 full of sweetness e'er should wear a stingy- 
The^ know^ot that it is the very spell 
Of sm to matte men laugh themselves to bell. 
Look to thyself, then, deal with sin no matef 
Lest be that saves, against thee shut the door* 



.-' 
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. .THE CROSS X)F CHRIST. 

Behbid lus arms^eztended wide 

* On tne cross, on the cross; ^ 

Behold his bleeding bands and side, 

' Od the cross, &c. , 

Tky sun withholds its rays of iiebt, 
^he heavens are clothed in shades of night| 
While Jesus doth with devils fight, 
On the cross, &c. 

Come sinner, see him lifted up 

On the cross, &c. 
He drinks for you the bitter cup, 

On the cross, &c. 
The rocks do rend, the mountains qaaka^ 
^^Wfaile Jesus doth atonement make 
I ^hile Jesus suffers for our sake^ 
On the cross, on the cross. 



^•(. 



SPIJlITCAli soifat. 

• 

And DOW the tnigbly deed is done 

On the cross., &c 
The battle's fought, the vict'ry won, 

On the cross, &c. 
To heaven He turns his languid eyes, 
** 'Tis finished !" nQ.w the Conqueror cries, 
Then bows his sacred head and dies 

On the cross, on the cross. 

Where'er I go I'll tell the story 

Of the cross, of the cross. 
Injiothing else my soul shall glory, 

Save the cross, save the cross, 
Yes, this my constant theme shall be, 
In time and in eternity. 
That Jesus tasted death for me. 

On the cross, on^ the cross. 

Let every mourner rise and cling 

To the cross, to the cross. 
Let eyary Ghristiifn come and sing. 

Round the cross, round the cross. 
Then let the preacher take his (Sand, 
And with the Bible in his band. 
Declare the trimnph through the land * 

Of the cross, of the cross. 



Tune — Lov'd ones at home. 

Far over Jordan's rolling river, 

Eternal day; 
There's where our eyes are turning ever. 

There's where the angels stay. 
All through this vale of sin and sorrow, 

Pad^t we roam, 
^til^gpKg for that happy morrow 
'^ght in our Fathers home. 



«« 
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CaoAUt— All our heavy load sits lighter 
Every storm wo bide, 
Oh, brothers, how the way grows brighter, 
Near to the Savioi^s side. 

Far from his tender arms benighted 

Dark was our way, 
Still every precious promise slighted 

Where could the spirit stay ? 
Down at the foot of Calvary's mountains, 

Pilgrims we come, 
There may we in that purple fountain 

Wash in our Father's home. 

All our heavy load, &a 

One lovely form among the sainted, 

Heaven within, 
Stands on our vision ever painted. 

Stretched on -the cross (or sin ; 
When shall we hear his voice commanding^ 

Gome hfgher, come; 
When in his golden courts, be standing 

With our belov'd ones at home. 

All our heavy load, &c^ 



O Christian! will you go with me? 
r m bound for Canaan's land to see ! 

For I'm going home, I'm going home, 
I'm going home, to die no more! [Re- 
peat.] 

Our Jesus on the Cross did die. 
And then he went to reign oMkK^ 

Our Jesus said, poor sinner, come; "' 
And from my side no longer roam. 



' 
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The heavealy doors wide open etoild, 
Up yonder in my Fatlier's land. 

I'll never leave the union band 
Until 1 reach that happy land. 

I do believe, without a. doubt, 

That Christians have a right to shout 



THERE IS A FRIEND ABOVE ALL OTHER& 

Thee RE is a friend above all others, 

Oh, how he loves! 
It is a love beyond a brother's, 

Oh! how he loves! 
Earthly friends may fail and leave us, 
This day kind, the next bereave us, 
But this friend will ne'er deceive us; 

Oh, how he loves. 

Blessed Jesus, wouldst thou knqiHrhim? 

Oh, how he loves! 
Give thyself, e'en this day to him; 

Oh, how he loves! 
b it sin that pains and grieves thee, 
Unbelief and trials tease thee? 
Jesus can from all release thee; 

Oh, how he loves! 

Love this friend who longs to save theey 

Oh, how he loves! 
Dost thou love: he will not leave thee, 

Oh, how he loves! 
Think no more then of to morrow. 
Take his easy yoke and follow, 
Jesus Carrie's all thy sorrow; 

Oh, how he loves. 
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All thy mum shall be forgiven* 

Ob, bow be loves! 
Backivard all thv fears be driven; 

Oh, how he loves ! 
Best of blessings he '11 provide thee, 
Naught but good shall e'er betide theOi 
Safe to glory he will guide thee, 

Oh, how he loves. 

Pause, my soul adore and wonder, 

Ob, how be loves! 
Naught can cleave this love asunder; 

Oh, how he loves! 
Neither trial nor temptation. 
Doubt nor fear nor tribala^n 
Can bereave us of salvation,. 

Oh, how he loves. 

Let US still this love be viewing, 

Oh, how he loves ! 
And though faint, keep on pursuingt 

Dh,'how be loves! 
He will strengthen each endeavor, 
And when passed o'er Jordan's river, 
This shall be our our song forever, 

Ob, how be loves. 



LvT me me go my soul is weary. 

Of the chains wbioh binds it here. 

Let my spirit bend its pinions 

To a brighter holier sphere. 

Earth 'tis true has friends who bless ma^ 

With a fond and faithful love; 

But the arms of angsie beefccm 

Me 10 brighter worlds above. 



Let me go, my sou] has tasted 

Of my Savior's wondrous grace, 

Let me go where I shall ever 

See and know him iace. to face, 

Let me go the trees of ^reaven, 

Rise before me waving bright, 

And .the distant crystal waters, 

Flash upon my feeble sight. * | 

Let me go for earth hath sorrows, 

Sin -and pain and bitter tears, I 

All its paths are dark and dreary. 

All its hopes are wrought with fears. 

Short, lived are its cherished flowers, 

Soon its brightest flowers decay. 

Let me go I fain would leave it, 

For the realms of cloudless day, 

Xet me go for song seraphic, 
Now seey calling from the ricies, 
'Tis the welcome of the angels, 
\1^c>»to me seem hovering nigh; 
hWme go they wait to bear me, 
To th% mansions of the blest. 
Where the spirit worn and weary, 
Finds at last its long-sought rest 



Vve heard of a country o'er London it lies, 

Where the finally faithful forever repose. 

Where tbe wayworn and weary from labors BhaU 

cease, 
Aud joys all immortal forever increase. 

Tis said in that country no sorrow e'er reigns, 
No bosom with grief heaves and felt are do pains, 

8 
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No tears ever shed there, or e'er lieard a grown, 
A Ian « I of great plenty where wants are unknown. 

This side of a river weVe much to endure. 
Our conflicts are many our lives insecure, 
But glory to Jesus our captain and king, 
Has promised the faithful to glory he'll bring. 

By faith I look over tlie river and nee, 
There are friends on that shore that are dear unto me^ 
'They seem to say come you have nothing 4o fear, * 
Your trials are over when once anchored here. 

You have friends in that country most dear to youi 
heart. • < 

Do you not want to meet them where friends never 
part? 

Then start in a moment no longer delay, » 

While you stop to consider the nig^ ends the day. 

There's Wesley immortal has long sinte aassed o'er, 
And the king of that land welcomes hiry totliktshorey 

hear him exclaim as he lisps a farewell, 
God is with me, I am going to glory t<f dwell. 

Here's Whitfield and Fletcher, passed o'er in advance. 
And Abbott and Nelson looked out for a ctiance. 
Of late A. Makindred has outrode the swell. 
While tlie sound's wafted back on the breeze, All ia 
well. 

1 too have a mind to embark for that shore, 
If when I once anchor my perils ar<^ o'er. 

So fare you well neighbors aiid kindreds adieu, 
Fm board old ahip Zion and sail With her crew* 
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FIELD OF BATTLE. 

Lift your standard, lift it high. 
Raise the Christian battle cry, 
Christ your glorious leader nigh, 
Calls aloud to you. 

Once our fathers freedom cried, 
Victory or death betide. 
But with Jesus on our side, 

Death and victory too. 



There to die, the battle won, 
There to fuel the warfare done^ 
» Glory brighter than the sun, 
* * Than our iiroinised due. 



GhttiHi. 



Chanu. 



Chonif. 



Glorious thus for Christ to die, 
And with Christ to reign on high, 
There with victor hosts to cry, 

'Christ has brought us throuffh. 

Chorui. 

Christ our captain's name we boast, 
Quells the dark Satanic host, 
FaU we then each at his post; 
Fall aa J[|tfisnaBs do. 

^m- . ChofT^ 



Come ye that love the Lord indeed. 
Who are irom sin and bondage freed. 
Submit to all the ways of God, 
And walkiihe narrow happy road. 



Onat tribulation you shall iiieet» 
But soon aball walk the golden eireet; 
Tho' hell may rage and vent its spite. 
Yet Christ will save his heart's delight 

That Iiappy dny will soon appear, 
'^When Gamel's trumpet you shall hear, 
SMind through the earth, yea down to hell, 
fEo call the nations great and amall < 

. Behold the earth in burning flames, 
l^e trumpet loudly still proclaims, 
^e world must come and hoar her doom. 
The separation now is come. 

Behold the righteous marching home, 
The angels smile and bid them come, 
While Cbf ist the judge their joy proclaims, 
Bare comes my saints, I own their names. 

Ye everlasting gates fly wide. 
Make ready to receive my bride. 
Ye harps of heaven sound aloud, 
Here comes the purchase of my blood. 

In grandeur see the royal line. 
Whose glittVing robes the sun outshine, 
While saints and angels join in one, 
And march iu splendor j;o the throne. 

then stand in winder mid look on, 
They join in one eternal song, 
Their great Redeemer to admire. 
While rapture aets their souls on fire. 
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"TRUST IN GOD AND PERSEVBRK" 

Brother, is Kfe*s rooming clouded? 

Ha8 the sun-light ceased to shine? 
Is the enrtb io darkness shrouded? 

Wouid'st thou at thy loirepine^ • ^ ' 
Cheer up, brother! — let thy vision ^ 

Look above — see! light is near: 
Soon will come the next transition — 

"Trust in God and persevere I" 

Brother, has life's hope receded? 

Hast thou sought its joys in vain ? 
Friends proved false when mostly neededy 

Foes rejoicing at thyT)ain ? 
Cheer up, brother! — there's a blessing 

Waiting for thee — never fear; 
Foes forgiving, sins confessing, 

"Trust in God and persevere !*• 

Brother, all things round are callingy 

With united voice — **Be strong!" 
Though the wrongs of earth be galling, 

They must lose their strength, ere long, 
Yes, my brother, though life's troubles, 

Drive thee near to dark despair, 
Soon 'twill vanish like a bubble — 

" Trust in God and persevere!" 

He, From his high throne in heaven» ^ 

Watches every step you take ; 
He will see each fetter riven. 

Which your foes in anger make | 
Cheer up, brother — he has power 

To dry up the bitter tear; 
And though darkest tempest lower, 

"Trust m God and persevere!^ 
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Brother, there's a quiet slumber 

Watting for thee in the grave; 
Brother, there's a glorious number, 

Christ in mercy deigns to save, 
Wait then, till life's quiet even, * 

Closes round thee, calm and clear; 
Andi tiil called from earth to heaveiii 

^ Trust in God and persevere! " 



THE MERCY SEAT. 

From every stormy Mrind that blows, 
From every swelling tide of woeSj 
There is a calm, afqpre retreat; 
'Tid found beneath the mercy seat 

There is a place, where Jesus sheds 
The oil of gladness on our heads; 
A place than all besides more sweet,-* 
It is the blood-bought mercy seat 

There is a scene, where spirits blend, 
Where friend holds fellowship with friend; 
Though suuder'd far, by faith they meet, 
Around one common mercy seat. 

Ah! whither could we flee for aid, 
When tempted, desolate, dismay'd? 
fOr how the hosts of hell defeat, 
Had suffering saints no mercy seat^ 

There, there on eagles' wings we soar, 
And sin and sense molest no more; 
And heaven comes down our souls to greet, 
While glory crowns the mercy seat 
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FOR VICTORIOUS FAITH. 

O FoK a fiiiih that will not shrink, 

Though presed by ever; foe. 
That will not tremble on the brink, 

Of any earth) j wo: — ■ ^ 

lliat will not murmur or complain ■• 

Beneath the chaat'ninK rod. 
But, in the hour of grief or pain. 

Will lean upon its Ood ; — 

A faith that ahines more bright and clear 

When tempests rage wiiliout; 
That when in dnnger knows no fear. 

In darkneafi feels no doubt; 

That bears, unmoved, the world's dread frown, 

Nor heecUilB scornful smile; 
That seas of trouble can not drown, 

Or Satan's arte beguile ; — 



\jOTd, give us such a faith HSthis^ . 

And then, whale'er ttiay come. 
We'll tOHle, e'en here, Ih« faallow'd bliss 

Of an eternal boine. 
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SEEKING REST FOR THE SOUL. 

O'er mountain and hill I wandered alone, 
Alone in the valley, far distant from home; 
Alone in the valley my soul sought for rest, 
The dew it was falling, all nature was biess'd. 

Luiked the forest, the oak and the pine ; 
Tnose all were beautious, majestic, sublime, 
I asked the Lilly, the violet, the rose. 
But could not find place for ray soul to repose. 

I asked the ocean, a voice from the waves, 
It spake of its powers, no one there to save, 
I asked the planets, both Venus and Mars, 
Tbe sun and the moon, and the rest of the stars. 

These spake of their brightness, 'twas always the 

same. 
They told of their maker, I asked his name; 
His name it was Jesus, in him there is rest. 
All people, all nations, in him they are bless'd. 

1 sought then to find him, but could not tell where ; 
I thought of the garden, that once happy piur, 
In the garden of Eden, I then did inquire, 
The promise was given, but he was not there. 

I asked the patriarchs, they told of his day, 
I a^ed the prophets, they showed me the way, 
I asked the shepherds, they told 9f his birth. 
Old Simeon and Anna, they witnessed the truth. 

I then sought to find him, but no trace could I find^ 
At length I was told he was healing the blind ; 
I was wounded, was bruised, was sick and was 8ore» 
I sought then to find him, but cared for no mora. 
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My soul took Dew courage, a thought atnidc toy 
mind; 

My Jesus, my Savior, I now sood shall find, 
I said I ehall find him, and I wilt tell you bow, 
I'll follow to Calvary, to that rugged brow. 

There was one ibere who told me, your tkne will 

be lost, 
He is dead, he is dead, he died on the cross, 
He is dnad, be is buried, he lies in the grave. 
There is no one to pity, there is do otie to sare. 

I stood, aud I wept, then I wiped off the tear% 
I looked, and behold , my Savior was near, 
He smiled, and be told me, to me then be said, 
I have rjaec, I 've risen, 1 rose from the dead. 

He showed me his hands, his feet, and bis side; 
He smiled, and he told me for you I have died ; 
I died to redeem you, I saw it was beet, 
I then shouted glory, my soul was at rest 

I 'm now OD my journey to mansions above; 
My soul's full of glory, of life, light, and love, 
I 'm now on my iourney to the land of my rest, ^ 
I BOOD shall see Jesus, and reign wiib the bless'd. 
Lewis J. Cooraft. 



A LtTTLB longer here below, 

Glory, glory, glory. 
And home to glory we shall go, 

And give to Jesus glory. 

1 waul to go, 1 want to go, 
I want to go to glory. 

The reason why I want to g 
To give to Jesus ^ory! 
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'There's so mftny trials here below. 
They say there's none in glory. 

And when we stand on that blest shore, 

Glory, glory, glory, 
We'll shout the praises evermore, 

And give to Jesus glory. 



PERSEVERENCE OF THE SAINTS. 

Oh! don't turn back, preachers, don't turn back, 
There's a starry crown in Heaven for you, if you 
don't turn back. 
Repeat 

Oh ! don't turn back, brothers, don't turn back, 
There's a golden harp, in Heaven, for you, if you 
don't turn back. 
Repeat. 

Oh ! don't turn back, sisters, don't turn back, 
There's a long white robe, in Heaven for you, if you 
don't turn back. 
Repeat. 

Oh ! don't turn back, classmates, don't turn back, 
There's palms of vict'ry in Heaven for you, if you 
don't turn back. 
Repeat. 

Oh ! don't turn back, children, don't turn back, 
There's golden slippers in Heaven for you, if you 
don't turn back. 
Repeat. 

Oh! don't turn back, fathers, don't turn back, 
There's eternal life in Heaven for you, if you don't 
turn back. 
Repeat. 
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A SONG FROM REVJSSLATION. 

The book of Revelation 

God hath to us revealed ; 
The mystery of salvation, 

lu the hook of seven seals* 

Chobu9— O, look away, look away, look away to 

Bethlehem, 
My Lord, look av^ay, look away to Bethle- 
hem. 



/ 



And to the church in general. 

This mystery is sent, 
And teaches every nation, 

That they must all repent. 

O look away. 

The way this book was opened, 
John plainly doth inform; 

TJbe Law of God was broken, 
A Savior must be born. 

O look away. 

For justice hath a legal claim , 
On what the law demands; 

Unless a Savior is ordained, 
The criminal must be damned. 

O look away. 

There was a search in Heaven, 
And in the earth around, 

John stood in sorrow, hoping, 
A Savior might be found. 

O look away. 
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Ant trhile John stood a weeping, 

•He (^earcl aD eJder say, 
The voioj^it was beseeching 
For him to lools that wuy. 

O look away. 

He looked towards the bright throne, 

His looking did not fkil, 
He saw tlie lovely Lamb of God, 

Who surely did prevail. 

O look away. 

Who took the book from his Father's handi 
And opened every seal, ^ 

And gave stern justice his demand ; "^ 
His people he'll redeem. 

O look away. 

And when he took his mission, 

Like thunder it was heaad. 
To better man's condition, 

In Bethlehem ^appeard. 

O look away. 

John saw the Heavens open, • 

The conquerer riding down. 
He looked, and Lo, white horses. 

And riders following on. 

O look away. 

If you want to know the Conquerer's name 

It 19 the word of God, 
His eye is like a burning flame. 

He is the Lord of Lords. 

O look away« 
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SELUNQ OUT THE WOKLB. . H. M. 

Gome, my food fluttering heart, 
Oome, you must now be freci ; 

Thou and the world muet put, 
However hqrd it be. 

My weeping passiona own 'tis jn|t, 

Tet oliog atill tdoser to the doat. 

Ye tem[iting sweeta forbear — 

Yo de&rest idols, foil, 
My love ye cannot sliaro, 

For Jeeoa muat have all. 
' Tis bitter pain I ' tia oroel smart I 
Bat 0, yoa moat oonient, my heuti 

Ye fair, onohanting throng, 
Ye golden dreams, farewell; 

Earth nas prevailed too long. 
Now I miLBt break the spdl. ' 

Qo, riieriabedjoya of early yean— 

Jesoa, forgive these parting tears. 



MY FATHEE'S AT THE HBLIC. 
Thongh (ieroe the howling winds may blow, 
While o'er life's raging aea we go, 
And heave oar veaaels to and fro, 
Our Father 's at the helm. 

Though lying to with close-reefed tati 
Wlulo on na beats the fnrioos gals, 
Oar ohUd-likc f^th will never fail, 
Our Father 's at the helm. 
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Tliongb motmiaini on hage mouDtaiDS nse, 

And toss U0 ugward to the skies, ^ 
While many a sea quite o^r us flies, 
Our Father's at the helm. 

Though down we plungedeep in the wave, 
All t&eatened with a watery grave, 
It dieers our hearts that God can Bare, — 
Our Father *s at the helm. 

Should tempests rage from day to day, 
And sweep our towering masts away, 
We'll quiet sit, and smiling say. 
Our Father 's at the helm. 

Let wicked men and devils fbar, 
While viewing death and judgment near. 
The diild can sing without a fear, 
Our Father 's at the helm. 

Oh I ble(|ied consolation given 
To saints, while o'er life's ocean driven^ 
To guide their bark and bring to heaven— 
Their Father 's at the helm. 

.t ■ _ 

Then let us join our cheerful songs. 
This stormy voyage won't Jbe long, 
But soon we'll join the ransomed throng, 
iB*or Father 's at the helm. 



CHRISTIAN VICTOR. 

Am I A soldier of the cross, — 
A follower of the Lamb, — 

And shall I fear to own his cause. 
Or blush to. speak his name ? 
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CaoAUS.— Let's never mind the soofb or the 

frowns of the world, 
We've all got the cross to bear. 
It will only make the crown the bright- 
er to shine, 
When we have the crown to wear. 

Must ihe carried to the skies 

On flowery beds of ease ; 
While others fought to win the prize, 

And sailed through bloody seas ? 
Let 's never mind the scoffs, &e. 

Are there no foes for me to face ? 

Must I not stem the flood ? 
Is this vile world a friend to grace, 

To help me on to God ? 

Let *s never mind the scofls, &o. 

Since 1 must flght, if I would reign, 

Increase my courage, Lord ; 
I'll bear the toil,, endure the pain, 

Supported by thy word. 

Let 's never mind the scoffs, &o. 

Thy saints in all this glorious war 
Shall conquer, though they die : 

They see the triumph from afar,— 
By faith they bring it nigh. 

Let 's never mind the scoffs, &o. 

When that illustrious day shall rise. 

And all thy armies shine 
In robes of vict'ry through the skies, 

The glory shall be thine. 

Let 's never mind the scofb, &o. 
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THEN YOU MAY GIVE HIM GLORY. 

O tell me no more of this world^s vain store, 
The time for such trifles with me now is o'er ; 
A country I've found, where true joys abound, 
To dwell I'm determined on that happy ground. 

Ohoiius. — Then you may give him glory, 
And I'll give him glory ; ^ 
We'll shout and give him glory, 
When we all arrive at home. 
When you arrive, when I arrive, 
When they arrive, when we all arrive, 
Then we'll shout and give him glory, 
When we i^U arrive at home. 

The souls that believe, in paradise lure. 
And me in that number will Jesus receive ; 
My soul, don't delay — he calls thee away. 
Rise, follow thy Savior, and bless the glad day. 
Then you may give him glory, &c. 

No mortal doth know what he can bestow, 
What light, strength, and comfort, go after him,go, 
Lo, onward I move to a city above, 
None guesses how wondrous my journey will prove. 
Then you may give him glory, &c. 

Great spoils I shall win from death, hell and sin, 
'Midst outward afflictions shdl feel Christ within ; 
And when I'm to die, receive me, I'll cry. 
For Jesus hath loved me, I cannot tell why. 
Then you may give him glory, &a 

But this I do find, we two are so joined, 
He'll not live in glory and leave me behind : 
So this is the race I'm running, through grace. 
Henceforth — till admitted to see my Lord's face. 
Then yon njay give him glory, &c. 
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And now I'm in oare, my neighbors may share 
These blessing : to seek them w ill none of you dare ? 
In bondage, why, and,death will you lie? 
When one here assures you free grace is so nigh? 
Then you may givA iiim glory,. &0. 



PRODIGAL'S ARRIVAL. 
Tuna. — O Susanna. 

« 

Though I have wandered from my home, 

Oh I I have spent my all in sin, 

My fears begin, to rise, 

All wretchedness and dark within, 

I dare not lift my eyes. 

my injured Jesus^ 
Lamb for sinners slain, 
Thoueh I have wandered from mj home| 
I would come back again. 

These wretched husks I cannot bea^ 
While Father's home is fall ; 
I see my distant home afar. 
But my spirit fails. . 

my injured Jesus, 
Lamb for sinners slain, 
Though I have wandered from mj home, 
I am coming back again. 

These tattered robes, how .bad they look, 
What will my Father say ? 
Oh can he take his lost one- back? " * 
Oh will he hear me pray ? ... 

Oh my Redeemer ]."'."• ' 
Savior crucified, 
All foul and guilty as I am, 
I am coming to thy side. 
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' Yes, I will take my journey back^ 
Unto mj Father's home ; 
III say Fve sinned in thy sight, 
And lo I am undone. 

friend of pilgrims,. . 

Lamb for sinners slain, 
I'm on my way to Father's home, 
I am coming back again. 

If I could see my Father's f (tee, 
And pledge my humble vowS| 
I'd only ask a servant's place . 

Within my Father's house 

Alielujah, • 
SaTior reconciled 1 
He sees me coming ftom afar, 
And runs to meet his ohildi 

My Father clasps me to his breast, 
H^wns me in my rags ; 
He kills for ine the &tted calf, 
And clothes me witb his robe. 

Alielujah. ! 

Father's reconciled ;. . . . 
For me the house will now rejoice, 
My Father owns his child. 



GIVE ME JESUS. 
When I'm happy, hear me sing, 
When I'm happy, hear me sing, 
When I'm happy, hear me sing. 
Chorus. — Give me Jesus — 

Give me Jesus — give me JesuB; 
You may have all the world, 
Give me Jesus. 



SPIRITUAL aONOfl. 

• 

When in sorrow, hear me pray, 
When in sorrow, hear me pray, 
When in sorrow, hear me pray, 
Give me Jesus, &o. 

When I'm dying, .hear me cry, 
When I'm dying, hear me cry, 
When I'm dying, hear me cry, 

Give me Jesus^ &c. , . _ ^ 

When I'm rising, I will shout, 
When I'm rising, I will shout, 
When I'm rising, I will shout^ 
Give me Jesus, &C. 

When in heaven, we will sing, 
When in heaven, we will sing, 
When in heaven, we will sing, 
Blessed Jesus — 
Blessed Jesus — blessed Jesus ; 
By thy grace we are saved, 
Blessed Jesus. . 
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WE'LL NOT GIVE UP THE BIBLE. 

• ' * 

We'll not give up the Bible, 

God's hoty book of truth ; 
The blessed staff of hoary age, 

The guide of early youth, . 

The lamp which sheds a glorious light 

O'er every dreary road, 
The voice which speaks a Savior's love, 

And leads us home to God : 

Chorus.— We'll not give up the Bible, 
God's holy book of truth. 
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'^t$li\ Aot ffive up the Bible, 

For it alone dan tell 
The w&y to save our ruin'd souls 

From being sent to bell ; — : . . 

And it alone can tell us bow 

We can have hopes of heaven— 
That through the Savior*ii precious blood 

Our sins may be forgiven : , 

We'll not give up th&Bible,. 

^ God's holy book of trutb. * * 

•* • . ' • 

• We'll not givfi up tte Bible; * 

But if ye force away 
What is as our own life-blood dear, 

We still with joy oould say :— * • • 
The words that we have learned white youngs 

Shall follow all our days ; - 
For they 're engraven on our hearti^ 
« \ud»you cannot erase. 

.. We'll not give up the Brhle, 
God's Jioly book of trUthl 

We'll not give up the Bible, - 

We'll shout it far and wide f . . . 
Until the echo shall be heard • 

Beyond the rolling tide, — ■ ' 
Till all shall know that we, though young, 

Withstand each treach'rous art; 
And that from God's own sacred-^ord 

We'll never, never part: 

V> e'll not give up the Bible, 
God'fl holy book of truth. / 



SPIRITUAL sonas. 106 

DYING IN THE ARMY. 

" Jesns, m J King, proclaims the war ; 

• I want to die in the arm j ; 
Awake, tij^e powers of hell are near, 
I want to die in the army ; 
To arms I I hear him cry, 
'Tis yottrs to conquer or to die. • 

O the army, the 4ir my, the army of the -Lord I 
Lwavt to die in the army. 

Hope is my hdmet, faith my shield, 
I want to -die in the army ; ^ 

The word of God the sword I wield: 
I want to die in the army ; 

With saered truth my loins are girt, 

And holy zeal inspires my heart. 

t^e army, the army, the army of the Lord! 

1 want to di^ in the army. 

Thus armed, I y ensure on the fight, • * 
I want to die in the army ; 

Besolved to put my f6es to flight : 
I want to die in the army; 

While Jesus kindly deigns to spread 

His conqVing hap^er o'er my head. 

the army, the army, the army of the Lord't 

1 want to die in the army. 

In him I hope, in him I trust ; 

I want to die in the army; 
His bleeding cross is all my boast ; 

I want to die in the army ; 
Through troops of foes heUl lead me on 
To victory, and the victor's crown I" 

the army, the army, tbe army of the Lord 1 

1 want to die in the army. 
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BDEN OF LOVE. 

How pweet to reflect on those joys that await me, 

In yon blissful region, the haven of rest; 
Where glorified spirits with welcome shall preet me, 
And lead me to mansions prepared for the blest; 
Encircled in- liglit, and. with glory enshrouded, 
My happiness perjfect, my mind's sky unclouded, 
VW bai&e in the ocean of pleasure unbounded, 
And range with delight through the Edeaof k)y«. 

Wbile angelio legions, with harps tuned celestial, 

Harmoniously join in the concert of praise, . 
The saints, as they flock from the regions terrestrial. 

In loud hallelujahs their voices will raise ; 
Then songs to the Lamb shall re-echo through heaven, 
My soul will respond, to Emmauuel bq given 
All glory, all honor, all might and dominion, 
Who brought us through grace to the Eden of love. 

Th^n hail, blessed state 1 hail, ye songsters of glory ! 

Ye harpers of bliss, soon I'll meet you above I 
And Join your full choir in rehearsing the story, 

" Salvation from sorrow through Jesus' love." 
Though 'prisoned in earthy yet by anticipation, 
Already my soul feels a sweet prelibation 
Of joys that await me, when freed from probation ; 

My heart's own in Heaven, the Eden of love. 

BOWER OF PRAYER. 
To leave my dear friends, and with neighbors to 

part. 
And go from my home, it afflicts not my heart, 
Like the thought of absenting myself for a day. 
From that bless'd retreat where I've chosen to 
pray. 
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Sweet bower, wbere the pine and th% poplar have 

spread, 
And woven their branches a roof o'er my head ; 
How oft have I knelt on the ever-green there, 
And poured out my soul to my Savior in prayer. 

The early shrill notes of -a loved nightingale. 
That dwelt in the bower, I observed as my bell, 
To call me to duty, while birds in the air 
Sung anthems of praises as I went to prayer. 

How sweet were the zephyrs perfumed by the pine, 
The ivy, the balsam, and wild eglantine ; 
But sweeter, sweeter superlative were, 
The joys that I tasted in answer to prayer. 

For Jesus my Savior oft deigned to meet, 
And bless with his presence my humble retreat, 
Oft filled me with raptures and blessedness there, 
Inditing, in heaven's own language, my prayer. 

Dear bower, I must leave you and bid you adieu, 
And pay my devotions in parts that are new, 
Well knowing my Savior resides everywhere, 
And can in all places give answer to prayer. 

Although I shall never revisit the shadQ, 
But oft shall I think of the vows I have made. 
And while at a distance, my mind will repair. 
To the place where my Savior first answered my 
prayer. 

MIRACLE OP GRACE. 
Hail, my ever blossed Jesus, 

Only thee I wish to sing; 
To my soul thy name is precious, 

Thou my prophet, priest and king. 
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Ob, wbftt meroy flows from heayom, 
Oh, what joy and happiness 1 

Lore I much ? — I Ve much forgiy'n — 
I'm. a miracL? of grace. 

Once, with Adam's race in rnin, 
Unconcerned m sin I lay ; 

Swift destruction still pursuing, 
Till my Savior passed that way. 

Witness, all yo hosts of heaven, 
My Eedcemer's tenderness! 

Love I much ? — I've much for^Vn — 
I'm a miracle of grace. 

Shout, ye bright angelic choir ; 

Praise the Lamb enthroned above;. 
While astonished, I admire 

God's free grace and boundless love^ 

That blest moment I received him, 
FilPd my soul with joy and peace ; 

Love I much ? — I've mucli forgiv'n — 
I'm a miracle of grace. ^ 



SHED NOT A TEAR. 

Shed not a tear o'er your friend's early biei — 

When I am gone — when I am gone ; 
Smile when the slow-tolling bell you shall hear, 
When I am cone — I am gone ; " 
Weep not for me when you stand round my grave — - 
Think who has died his beloved to save — 
Think of the crown all the ransomed shall have -— 
When I am gone — I am gone. 
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Plant ye a tree which may wave nver^me — 

When I am gone — when I am gone ; 
Sing ye a song when my grave you shall see, 
When I am gone — I am gone ; ^ 
Come at the close of a hright summer's day — 
Oome when the sun sheds his last lingering ray — 
Come and rejoice that I thus passed away; 
When I am gone— I am gone. 

Plant ye a rose that may hloom o'er my grave, 

When I am gone — when I am gone ; 
Breathe not a sigh for the blest early dead, 
When I am gonO'-^ I am gone ; 
Praise ye the Lord, that I'm freed from all care— ^ 
Serve ye the Lord, that, my bliss ye may share ; 
Look up on high, and fielieve I am there — 
When I am gone — I am gonia. 



GRACE IS FREE. H 

for a thousand tongues, to sing 

My great Redeemer's praise ; 
Th6 glories of my God and King, 
The triumphs of his grace. 

O hallelujah, grace is free. 
There's enough for each, there's enough for aU-r* 
There's enough forevermore. 

My gracious Master, and my G6d| 

Assist me to proclaim — 
To spread, through all the earth abroad. 

The honors of thy Name. 
O hallelujah, &c. 

Jesus I — the Name that charms our fetrf| 
That bids our sorrows cease ; 
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'Tie muBio in the sinner^s years, 
'Tis life, and health, aod peace. 
hallelujah, &c. 

He breaks the power of canceird sin, 
He sets the prisoner free ; 
. His blood can make the fbulest clean ; 
His blood avail'd for me. 
hallelujah, &o. 

He speaks, — and, liat'ning to his voioe, 

New life the dead receive ; 
The mournful, brolen hearts rejoice ; 

The humble poor believe. 
O hallelujah, &c. 

Hear him, ye deaf ; his praise, ye damb| 
Your loosen'd tongues employ ; 

Ye blind, behold your Savior come ; 
And leap, ye lame, for joy. 

^ O hallelujah, &c. 



HEAVEN IN PROSPECT. 
Tune, — Lily Dide. 

We speak, we Speakj of the realms of the blest, 
Of that country so bright and so fair ; 

And oft are its glories confessed, confessed, 
But what must it be to be there ? 

Chords. — O heaven, sweet heaven, home of the blesty 
How *I long j)o be tbere, its glories to sharCi 
And to lean on my Savior's breast. 

We speak, we speak, of its pathway of gold, 
And its walls deck'd with jewels most rare^ 

Of its wonders and pleasures untold, untold, 
But what must it be to be there ? 
O heaven, sweet heaven , &o. 
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We speak, we ^eak, of its freedom from fflB, 

From sorrow, temptation and eare 
From trials without and within, within, 

But what must it be to be there? 

O heaven, sweet heaven, &c. 

Then let us, let us, midst pleasures and woe. 

For heaven our spirits prepare ; 
And shortly we also shall know, shall know, 

And feel what it is to be there ! 

heaven, sweet heaven, &c. 



INDIAN STUDENT'S LAMENT. 

Tune — O Give me back my Bended Bow. 

This world is beautiful and bright, 
O, soarce one cloud has' dimmed my sky ; 
And yet no gloomy shades of night 
Are gathering round me, though I die ; 
Yet, there's a lovelier land of light. 
Illumed by Bethlehem's beaming stair. 
E'en now it bursts upon my sight — 
To be with Christ is better far. 

Yes, yes, I leave ye all behind, 
My husband, children, it is best; 
A mother's heart hath e'en resigned 
The smiling infant at her breast. 
How much it cost, I may not say 
Nor, O how very dear ye are : 
The pang is o'er, I must away — 
To be with ijhrist is better far. 

True, life is sweet, and friends are dear, 
And youth and health are pleasant things ; 
Yet leave I all, without a tear : 
No sad regret my bosom wrings-* 
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The ties of earth are broken all ] 
My chainless soul above yon star, 
Shall wing its way beyond recall — 
To be with ChrUt is better far. 

And this is death-^iny soul is calm, 
No sting is here — the strife is done ; • 
Glory to God and to the Lamb ! " 
Sweet triumph 1 I have won ! Vvo won ! 
A crown immortal,- robes of white, 
For me, for me, in waiting are ; 
Arrayed in glory, clothed in light — 
To be with Christ is better far. 

• 

To be with Christ and angel bands, 

The new Jerusalem my home ; 

And there's my home, not made nfith hands, 

Where I may welcome yet to come ; 

Beloved ones of earth, no care 

In that blest home our peace shall mar : 

heaven 1 sweet heaven I I'd fain be there-— 

To be with Christ is better far. 
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